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A zine that 
can Cakey ou 


anywhere, 


If you’re interested in a zine that can 
take you anywhere, talk to a manage- 
ment team member today. 


“It’s. everywhere you 
want £6 be 


You could see the world, by following 
the wide array of Travel Options available 
through =\\). Our zine enjoys distribu- 
tion around the globe...to find out more 
information, contact your nearest local 
zine distributor listed below, or access 
our Web page at: 
http:!/www.fringeware.com/HTMLidistrib.html 


Fine Print Distributors 
+1 512 452 8709 
Tower Magazines 
+1 916 373 2561 
Desert Moon Periodicals 
+1 505 474 6311 
AK Press Distribution 
+1 415 923 1429 
Small Changes 
+1 206 382 1980 
EBSCO Subscr. Services 
+1205 991 1124 
Ziesing Books 
+1 916 474 1580 
Industrial Nation _ 
+1 312 665 9016 
Ubiquity Distributors 
+1 718 875 5491 
Propaganda (NZ) 
+64 08 781 582 


“It just doesn’t feel like 
work.” 


You can access that information in many 
ways, using many different skills—which, 
our infobot can help you learn and prac- 
tice: 


Email 

info@fringeware.com 
WorldWideWeb (netscape, lynx) 

http://www. fringeware.com 
Gopher 

gopher fringeware.com 
Anonymous FTP 

ftp fringeware.com (in /pub/fwi) 


Whether you're new to fringe subcultures 
or returning to them, =\\ services lend you 
AZINE) Cae Cola CIEL elu CeCO Mie) 
Eo RITALIN Aol UeCe) MEET 
gives you a running start on your furture. 
No matter what that future may be... 


“Like to make more money? 
ure, we all would. 


Here at =RiNG=\\ARE, you can enjoy a wealth 
of Business Opportunies, individually suited to 
meet your choice of LifeStyles. You can buy 
stuff through Mail Order or visit our 
Retail Store, to enjoy shopping in our com- 
munity marketplace: 

51st & Duval, Austin, Texas, USA 

+1 512 323 0039 / +1 512 323 9798 fax 

http://www. fringeware.com/HTML/prices.html 

orders@fringeware.com 

see also pages 49-56 


To keep pace with the latest drifts in subcultures, 
you should subscribe to our Magazine: 
$15 NorAm; $30 library; US$25 elsewheres 
PO Box 49921, Austin, TX 78765-9921 USA 
http://www.fringeware.com/HTML/subscribe.html 
info@fringeware.com 


Many people ask, “How can | get products 
listed in the =\\ Catalog?” and here’s how 
to find out: 
PO Box 49921, Austin, TX 78765-9921 USA 
+1 512 323 0039 / +! 512 323 9798 fax 
http://www. fringeware.com/HTMLIvendor.html 
products@fringeware.com 


Advertising in these pages or on our Web 
pages will help let people like all of us know 
whatever you want them to know: 
PO Box 49921, Austin, TX 78765-9921 USA 
+1 512 288 9135 or +1 512 323 0039 
http://www. fringeware.com/HTML/advert.html 
telnet chat.eden.com 2317 (look for roboho) 
advert@fringeware.com 


And of course, to find out more about how to 

submit to our Magazine, please refer to: 
http://www. fringeware.com/HTML/guide.html 
submit@fringeware.com 
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no need for extensive babbling this issue. desjoiegis 
















eclectic range o’ subjects, 17m sure you’ll get whatayze 


were onto this time. we wanted to let people talk alefeyiti 






rancicircaga lifestyle—not in the california-new-age-hot-tub senQatee 


the makers of FWR#4, : . 
the word, but in the sense of being aware that everyate 


chooses how to live within their given circumstance game 
way in the world doesn’t follow some predetermine@gye 
for existence; we make choices every day about hayy@ie) 


earn our bread, where to sleep at night, and when tayetts 


and the letter “B”. 


our money where our mouths are. we decide when pate 
cal concerns will keep us in the main stream, and whag@ 
our inner wayward desires and convictions will be alloy 
to affect our day-to-day nine-to-five. 

a comprehensive issue on this subject would hav@girelete 


the length of a small encyclopedia, so we’ ve had to 1g 
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some things out that we would’ ve liked to include Gitar 


fringiest folks couldn’t meet a deadline to save thal@ihvas} 





the following represents a smattering of lifestyle rgeteuss 
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from different quadrants of the fringe. enjoy. 


yer lovin’ editrices, 
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—— magitif and erika | 
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Clouds, not faces, the joy of the trees. 
We breathe deeply, 
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Logic is heavy fruit, both gentle and unyielding. 
PU Ce mem me 

A nod, a smile, another road. 

Re eee eT mist-covered now, but clear as ice. 
UEC UC OR Tra 

our naked limbs anchored to the twilight. 


Dream of me, say the old gods, 
SCCM ee TT ae 
UC ce ae 


Our farewells echo in the moonlight. 
Fear me, says the wind, 

and sits quietly 

to dream its own dreams 

before calling you back. 
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Our prayers rush by you on this river of death, 

a jig played slowly on the cold hearth of desire. 
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by Tiffany Lee Brown <magdalen@fringeware.com> 


Bleary-eyed and sore-throated, | recently arrived in San Antonio's lovely Greyhound bus terminal and bummed a cigarette from a rather attractive 


gutterpunk with a scruffy auburn mohawk. “Red”, a 29-year-old with several careers (auto mechanic, club security, juggling) and a few colleges (no 


degrees) under his belt, has spent most of the last decade either traveling or living in squats. He graciously agreed to split a cup of extraordinarily bad 


coffee with me and discuss living on the fringe of American normalcy-and legality. 


fwr: I’ve been working on this squatting article, but 
it’s sorta stupid since I haven’t genuinely squatted... 
red: Ever been inside one? 

fwr: Oh yeah. I remember feeling really wide-eyed 
about the first one, just a generic dilapidated quad- 
type thing in Oregon...someone told me after I’d 
been there that it was a place 
the punks had taken over for 
a couple months. I was about 
14 and hadn’t really thought | : 
of taking over space that way | 
before. 

red: Sometimes I squat a 
place ’cos the place itself, 
see, the building itself calls 
out to me. I can hear it across 
the city sometimes, say I just 
stepped out of a truck. The 
guy that gave me the ride is | 
looking at me like, “Go away 
punk, unless you’re gonna } 
give me a fuckin’ blowjob,” 
and I pick up my head and 
listen to the wind. Some- 
times I’1] hear a direction and 
start walk ing—whaddya 
know, there’s an almost- 
finished house in a subdivi- 
sion that went under, full 
windows, no neighbours. I follow my nose, it always 
knows. (Tugs septum piercing.) 

fwr: This is going to sound pretty cheesy, but I think 
Squatting’s the post-industrial equivalent 6f home- 
steading. Back in the day, the US Guv would set you 
up with some acreage if you’d till the soil and build a 
cabin; you might have to plant trees or maintain cer- 
tain crops, but after seven or eight years the land was 
yours. Nowadays, Nature’s owned by somebody, and 
they don’t want you parkin’ your trailer on their hill- 
side or plantin’ your sticky buds in their National 


Forests. I mean, the people who own Nature now 


sure as hell ain’t gonna hand you a chunk of it for 
free. 

red: I don’t think that’s cheesy. You’re right, there’s 
nowhere to go anymore...but I can go where I am 
already, you see? When I take a squat, I do that same 


thing: I’m setting down in an uncivilized: portion of 





the world. See, people are really afraid of that shit, of 


non-civilized territory. Anyplace that’s dark at night, 
like the desert or the business part of town where no- 
body lives, they just go there to work in the daytime. 
My favourite squats come out of the dead factory 
areas where there’s a lot of devalued real estate 
standing around. The people who get anxious in the 
desert or in an empty campground up on the moun- 
tain, those people are gonna hate these parts of town, 
you know? Non-civilization’s scary enough, but what 
I'm talking about here is ex-civilization, like a half- 


ghost-town. Know what I’m talking about? 


fwr: Up ’til a couple months ago I lived in a ware- 
house for a long time, in a neighborhood sorta like 
that. I loved it. 
red: You loved it, huh. But you wanted to rent a 
house again, you know, breathe clean air...? 
fwr: (laughing) True about the air! I got sick— 
literally, sometimes—of all the weird bits of toxic 
goo floating around. But no, I didn’t get a house or 
anything, I’m between homes you might say. 
red: (laughing) “Between homes” is it? I like that, 
man, that’s what I’m gonna say next time some 
smartass suit goes, (sneering) “Oh, are you between 
jobs?” But I was saying about civilization—that if 
humans come into the jungle, say, in Central 
America, right? And they build villages and temples 
and sacrifice virgins and eat their hearts, and then 
something happens and those humans disappear. 
Maybe they get killed, maybe they head down the 
coast. Now when white people 
| come, and they see these temples 
with blood still on the stones, they 
also see the jungle has already 
» moved into the civilized area and 
' the white people get fuckin’ 
nervous. Why is that? 
fwr: Because they’ve been taught 
that civilization is the answer to the 
jungle, and it turns out that civiliza— 
. tion’s just a blip on the radar. 
red: Bingo! The ideas that they live 
and work for are fulla holes, and no 
one wants to confront that. 
D fiers I’ve noticed that people in 
general don’t like decay, as if it’s 
an affront to civilization itself, to 
_ progress and monuments and all of 
that. Whereas I find burned-out old 
houses or abandoned mine towns 


™ incredibly fascinating, quite sooth- 





ing... 


red: Right, that’s it exactly. People don’t like decay. 
_ People don’t like to see that temples and houses can 
Just burn down or be invisible in all the jungle vines. 
That’s part of why people don’t like to see a squatter 
in a building. Say you live in an okay neighbor- 
hood—small houses, little yards, mixed races, what- 
ever. And for whatever reason, you can’t keep the 
grade school going. There’s a big local politics deal 
about it, and everybody gets real upset, but you have 
to close down the school and bus the kids up near the 
lake, where the rich folks don’t want ’em, or to a 


school in the barrio. If the real estate in your neigh- 


borhood isn’t selling, you can’t sell the school or 






even the land it sits on. So you close it up. 
Now if I pry up a board and get in there, I’m not 
hurting anybody. I’m real considerate of my squats, 
too—fact is, I will probably leave the old first grade 
classroom in a lot better shape than when I got there. 
Pll clean up, I'll bring in a cat—man, people don’t 
know how many kittens get dumped, even in small 


towns, they are everywhere—the cat will start taking 


i 
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care of the rodents. A school might be in real nice 






gets FREE 
shape, so I would haul out my trash, see. 


But if the old PTA vice-president sees me sneak- 





ing in there with a loaf of bread one night? Man. First 






she sees a red mohawk, then she sees a man and in 
America if you’re a man without a fuckin’ suit on 
then you’re probably a rapist or at least a drug dealer, 
right? Even with the suit on sometimes. But on top of 
all that, I’m breathing testimony to Mrs. PTA’s fail- 
ure. Mrs. PTA couldn’t save her kids’ schoolhouse in 
her own neighborhood, so I’m the devil. When you 
Squat you find out how much shit people project onto 
strangers, man. : 

fwr: You become the embodiment of just how tenu- 
ous “civilization” is— 

red: Right, yeah, exactly. What I do is pretty fuckin’ 
p.c. and nice, it’s what Mrs. PTA should be teaching 
her children to do. You know: save the environment, 
waste not, want not. 

fwr: Really. The recycling revolution isn’t just going 
down on the curbside in those blue plastic bins. 

red: Exactly. It’s happening wherever people aban- 
don something. What if all the cart people had real 
RV’s instead of shopping carts full of scraps? They’d 
be blowin’ oil across the desert toward Vegas with 
casino tokens in their pockets just like the people 
who want to get rid of the homeless. It doesn’t matter 
if some of them are crackheads or fuckin’ shell- 
shocked loonies, see; they’re still doing less harm to 
the environment than some fuckin’ lawyer who air 
conditions his ten-bedroom house and gets twelve 
miles to the gallon in his Lexus sedan on his fifty- 
mile commute. He has to commute because of all the 
shopping-cart people and punks and brown skins 
downtown. 

And he’s a superior man to me, because I’m liv- 
ing off the shit that his kind left behind when they 
hightailed it out to the suburbs. He’s a well-respected 
man about town, like the song, and I’ma piece of shit 
who deserves getting arrested for “jaywalking.” 
(Laughs.) No, don’t put that, I don’t wanna sound 
angry. Let ’em do whatever they want, I just wish 





they’d stop harassing me. I almost went to fuckin’ 





law school. I think this recycling job of mine is a lot 


. 


more respectable. 





os 
| Please see also FWR 3:6 





by Tiffany Lee Brown <magdalen@fringeware.com> 
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free electricity for you and your pals! 


Before it starts to sound overly romantic, | should add that squatting can be dangerous in TT ae NTE ec Ld 
Tm MMM MDM Cds ele) ol coraicp Age Tia ram (ele ete OO TY ad property ownership (or 
SS ee Re i eR UC Rae UCM CURL Laraceee sel atya ssa Mrs your: squat 
may enrage nearby property-owners, renters, civic officials, and cops. The usual rapists, crackheads, and thieves you've got to worry about 
Dee OES ECU UL au UR ecu CU uc NC 
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If you should decide or need to take on these challenges, clip, 


TET am AAC UCM Lanes. 1 


|. Don’t attract attention 
to the fact that you’re 
Le cada so, Ale ral 
building. Du 


It may seem really sweet to landscape the alley, or 


rilly kewl to fuck shit up in nearby streets, but actions 
such as these will eventually draw attention in all but 
the most desolate areas. At least play it safe until 

you ve thoroughly scoped out your new 


neighbourhood. 


2.Arm yourself. 

The appeal should be obvious. If you’re a pacifist 
and/or fatalist who really doesn’t require any external 
trappings of security—locks, doors, guns, etc.—more 


power to you. Ignore this step and go on to #3. 


ES 





COU CU lar el iT om tame. 





3. Establish a relationship 
with local street people, 
vagrants, or other 
squatters. 

If it’s possible to work out a friendly acquaintance- 
ship, do so; you need to stake out your space without 
causing friction. If it’s a sticky, hardcore situation, 
your group can always establish a reputation as gun- 
toting lunatics. Being seen as genuinely insane but 
not overly confrontational is always a plus when 


things start getting tense. 


4. Don’t be seen coming 
in and out all day. 

Red assures me that at first you’ Il always underesti- 
mate the locals’ penchant for sniffing out a squat. 


You may have some success with playing casual, 








acting as though you legally rent the place, especially 
if you maintain hygiene and dress discreetly. People 
will talk about your presence though, and local curi- 
osity can cause your demise. Once noticed, your 
space may also become a target for junkies, other 
homeless folks, and those gosh-darned everpresent 


juvenile delinquents. 


5. Protect your newfound 
freedom—go straight- 
edge. 
Sure it sounds contradictory, but avoiding serious 
crimes will let you remain footloose and rent-free for 
years on end. As a squatter, you’re far more likely to 
get hassled by police on a regular basis than the 
housed masses. Do you really want them to find hot 
televisions, illegal assault weapons, or books of blot- 
ter acid when they bust in? Maybe you’re not actu- 
ally holding, so you think you’re safe. Well, in some 
places, glass pipes and rigs are so ubiquitous that 
they won’t land you in trouble. In other places or 
with other cops, an empty baggie’s enough to get you 
ele ere rae 

It makes me wince to hear stupid kids explain 
how they got popped for dealing out of their eter Lie 
pagers on their hips and scales in full view of anyone 
who knocks the door down. Store, sell, and take WO) U by 
drugs discreetly and don’t shit in your own front 
yard, if you know what I mean. 

You might consider taking care of that old war- 


rant before you hit the road, too. 


Pe ol am yt aE 1h 
mobile. 


Even if you’ ve been squatting a place for months, 
don’t get lazy. Roll up your bed every morning and 
store your basic traveling essentials in your pack. 
This way, you can still escape somewhat comfortably 


at a moment’s notice if things should go awry. 


7. Get some common 
ky =e 


If squatting’s a potential way of life for you, not 
some exciting lark you’re playing for a few weeks so 
you can sound cool to the other ex-suburban gutter- 
punks, use your intelligence. Fine-tune your powers 
of observation, your sense of causality, your survi- 
valist practicality. Keep your street smarts available 
TEU Monee leh Eas SMA Colla om sColar-1 MY ST EMeLod Wer vete ME Ta Toye 


items #1-6 and enjoy your stay. 
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Sex Sex Sex 
People sometimes ask me, “Are you a man or a 
woman?” And I answer, “Both.” I think the cleavage 
throws them off. Even so, I can still write my name 
in the snow. 

Are there only two sexes? Just male, or female? 
Biologically speaking, isn’t that what we’ve been 
taught? We don’t seem to consider intersexed people 


as a separate sex, do we? Hermaphrodites almost 


‘. Sette “ 
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seem to be a mythical construct carried from the 

mists of antiquity—for example, how many hermaph- 
rodites can you name? I can’t name a one. Nor can 
[recall any mainstream cultural examples or stories 
that illustrate the existence of a biological “third sex” 
(or for that matter, a fourth or fifth). Of course, we 


have our X-rated “third sex” thanks to Savage Capi- 








or “new women’’? None of these terms is a biological 
classification. Neither is there a biological classifica- 
tion for a female who takes testosterone. That person 
(a He-she? a Female-man?) is likewise called a pre- 
op transsexual, and after surgery, a post-op or “new 
man.” (How long is anew man or woman a “new”’?) 
To make matters even more confusing, what do 
you call a woman who was classified female at birth, 
has always lived as a female-girl/woman, and under- 
goes a DNA test which re- 
veals a male chromosome? 
In 1992, an Olympic athlete 
brought international focus 
to this issue—she was 
barred from competing as a 
female in the 1988 Olympic 
games, but was reinstated 
as a female for 1992. Liter- 
ally thousands, perhaps 
millions of women may 
“fit” this situation, i.e, 
chromosomal sex does not 
match anatomical sex. They 
marry, cannot get pregnant, 
and so they adopt children. 


Many of them do not menstruate. 





kolog) 











talism’s sexploitation flicks of |“chicks with dicks”. 








However, these are all males on hormones with tits 
and dicks, and all these flicks show is a lot of cock 
flogging, sucking and buttfucking—the so-called 
third sex reduced to objects for penetration by profes- 
sionals. But most of them look good: a male can lust- 
fully gaze at them. Isn’t there some ironic equality 
for women in that? 

These “‘third-sexers” with their anatomical 
morphing are certainly a variant biological classifica- 


tion—DNA coded| males with combined hormonal 








Chromosomal Sex 
Biology 1A: Everyone has two sex chromosomes; XX 
equals female, XY equals male. 

People born with Klinefelter’s Syndrome have an 
XXY sex chromosome structure. They develop ana- 
tomical male structures but are typically sterile with 
underdeveloped penises and testicles, They often ex- 
perience breast development, rounded body contours 
and low sex drives (from absence of testosterone), 

It is believed that any presence of a Y chromosome 
will cause some male anatomical structures to de- 
velop, and in the XXY person, it is believed the extra 
X impedes, or slows down the development of male 
characteristics. There are also people with XYY sex 
chromosomes, XO chromosomes, and at least sev- 


enty-two sex-chromosome variations. 
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Please see also FWR 4:36 





balances and “‘opposite” secondary sex characteris- 
tics—but what do we call them? Shemales? Male- 
women? Pre-operative transsexuals? If they opt for 


surgery do we call them post-operative transsexuals 


— a = 


There are six different criteria in determining sex 
differentiation: 1)chromosomal se x; 2)gonadal se x; 


3)hormonal sex; 4)sex of the internal reproductive 














Please see also FWR 666:18 
and FWR 2:15 








Gender-Related 
Organizations and 


Resources 













Educational Tranvestite Channel 
PO Box 426486 
San Francisco, CA 94142-6486 
+1 510 549 2665 hotline 
ETVC is a non-sexual orga- 
nization serving the educa- 
tional and social needs of the 
gender community, including 
families and spouses, friends 
and significant others. Bi- 
monthly newsletter included 
with $20 annual dues, 


International Foundation for 
Gender Education 
PO Box 367 
Wayland, MA 01778 
+! 617 899 2212 

IFGE is the largest organi- 
zation concerned —_ with 
crossdressers, transvestites, 
trans-sexuals and trans~gen- 
ders; publishers of TV/TS Tapes- 


try Journal. 


Tri-Ess 
(Society for the Second Self) 
PO Box 194 
Tulare, CA 93275 

Primarily for heterosexual 
males who crossdress and 
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structures; 5)sex of the external genitals: 6)sex dif- 


ferentiation of the brain. 


Negative Sex 
Our language reinforces the notion of only two sexes 
through the entrenched and prevalent use of the per- 
sonal pronouns “he” and “she”. It also perpetuates 
the implied superiority of “the” over “she” through 
the use of female (the “second” sex), human, man- 
kind, woman and the (slowly changing) literary use 


of “he” to describe everyone. 


GenderFuck 
Our language owes its gender specific limitations 
to the junk science of Judeo-Christian institutions, 
whose legacy forms our contemporary culture. Sex 
for procreation became Hebrew law in order to 
sustain Hebrew culture in the face of persecution, 
slavery, and exile from traditional lands (“be fruitful, 
and multiply, and replenish the earth...”). Thus pe- 
nile-vaginal sex became “the normal biology” as well 
as a necessity for survival if everybody is killing your 
people. The early Christian church took this further 
when the asexual (no desire) writings and teachings 
of Paul of Tarsus were incorporated into the New Tes- 
tament: the importance of overcdiming “desires of the 
flesh”, that celibacy was spiritually superior to mari- 
tal sex (non-marital sex already being taboo), etc. 

Subsequently, this dogmatic and fascist church, 
through the oppressive Dark Ages, managed to elimi- 
nate rational thought, scientific inquiry, cultural di- 
versity, biological diversity, and personal choice; they 
censored the majority of previous human history and 
development, especially philosophic and spiritual 
developments from other cultures; eradicated all 
forms of goddess-based female-centric worship and 
cultures, and perpetuated the right to own slaves of 
either sex. All based on the “natural laws” of test- 
osterone-imbalanced wackos out in a desert. Our 
legacy: we are acculturated to behave in accordance 
with the those “natural laws” of rigidly male-superior 
binary gender role, bodily function shame, and sinful 


sexual expressions. 


Did you see that? 
Virtually everyone in this culture believes there are 
only two sex classifications, and that if push comes to 
shove, a visual examination between the legs is con- 
clusive. But in this modern world of medical magic, 
visual observation is no longer a precise indicator of 
sex classification—yet it remains the basic method of 
classifying newborns. Due to an increasing number 
of “atypical” births and maternity-ward surgical 


“changelings”, sex-chromosome classification tests 





were designed to confirm whether a person was either 





male or female, an example of making a theory fit the | 
facts, rather than collecting the facts and developing 
a theory. 

Why perpetuate only two classifications? Because 
it’s the underpinning of the house-of-cards assump- 
tion that everything comes in opposing pairs, that 
everything is simply either/or, this/that, rather than 
complex/intertwined. Trans-people and intersexed 
people greatly disturb others because they-outwardly 
demonstrate the falsity of binary ANYTHING, espe- 
cially sex and gender constructs. 


Gonadal Sex 


About six weeks after conception, the first step in the © 
{ 


process of sex differentiation begins in the gonads 
(prior to that, prenatal development is identical for all 
prehuman zygote-blastocyst-embryos). It ig believed 







that perhaps a single gene (called TDF for testis de- 
termining factor).on the Y chromosome triggers 
“maleness” in the gonads and they begin to develop 





into testes; without this gene the gonads will develop | 
as Ovaries. A substance called H-Y antigen, which 
appears to be under control of the male-determining 
gene(s), must also be present or the undifferentiated 
gonadal tissue, will continue to develop as ovaries. 
In spite of a Y chromosome, gonadal tissue will 
develop as ovaries without specific masculinization 
Signals, 


Hormonal Sex 
As soon as the gonads differentiate into testes or 
Ovaries, genetic influence ceases, and the control of 
biological sex determination is passed to the sex hor- 
mones, which belong’to the general family known as 
steroids. Ovaries produce estrogen and progesterone 
compounds; testes primarily produce androgens 
(€.g., testosterone). Adrenal glands in both sexes also 
secrete sex hormones without regard to the sex of the 
person. Of the estrogens, the most important one for 
the complete development of female characteristics 
is estradiol, a progesterone, which is important in 
regulating the menstrual cycle and stimulating the 
uterine lining in preparation of pregnancy. Of the 
androgens, testosterone is the most important for 
developing male sex characteristics, and sexual 
motivation. If a male fetus does not produce enough 
androgen secretions at the right time, its sex organs 
will develop as female in form and appearance. No 
specific female hormone is necessary to develop fe- 


male structures, only the absence of male hormones 





is required. 





External Sex 
External genitalia begin developing after the sixth 
week. Prior to that all prehuman embryos possess 
undifferentiated rudimentary external genital tissues 


which are located below the umbilical cord, and con- Trandsgender Nation 

sist of the genital tubercle, genital folds, and the 584 Castro Street 
‘labio-scrotal swelling. In the absence of testosterone, San Francisco, CA 94114 

the genital tubercle becomes the clitoris, the genital +1 415 863 6717 

folds become the inner vaginal lips (labia minora), Serves aprés le demise of 
and two Sides of the labio-scrotal swelling differenti- Queer Nation and continues to 





ate into the outer vaginal lips (labia majora). If test- work on transgender rights 
-osterone is adequately present and begins circulating regardless of sexual orienta- 
in the bloodstream of males, it is converted in some tion. 

tissues into a hormone called dihydrotestosterone 


(DHT) which stimulates the labio-scrotal swelling to The Outreach Institute of 
fuse and form the scrotum, the genital folds to fuse Gender Studies 
around the urethra to form the shaft of the penis, and 126 Western Ave, Suite 246 
the genital tubercle to differentiate into the glans of Augusta, ME 04106 
the penis. By the twelfth week, the process is com- +! 207 621 0858 
plete. and.observable. Sponsors services for 
people in the helping profes- 
Internal Sex sions (GAIN), workshops and 
About eight weeks after conception, two paired inter- seminars, info packets and 
nal duct systems (the Muellerian ducts and the Wolf- many free periodicals, 


fian ducts) undergo changes. If the fetus is chromo- 
somally male and the gonads have differentiated into 
testes, the newly formed testes begin secreting two 
substances, one of which is Muellerian inhibiting 
substance (MIS). This chemical causes the Muel- 
lerian ducts to shrink rather than develop. The other 





substance, androgens (primarily testosterone), causes 
the Wolffian ducts to develop into male internal 
Structures; the vas deferens, seminal vesicles, and 
ejacul d tory ducts. Without testosterone to stimulate 
its growth, the Wolffian ducts degenerate. When not 
suppressed by testes produced MIS and testosterone, 


Muellerian ducts develop into female internal struc- 





yy 
tures: the fallopian tubes, uterus, and inner third of if 
oe od 
Brain Sex 


Brain sex differentiation primarily occurs in the 
hypothalamus where, at the onset of puberty, the 
hypothalamus directs the pituitary gland to cyclically 


\\ 


release female hormones, creating the monthly men- 
strual eycle. In males, the male hormones are gener- 
ally released on a daily cycle. 


i 


believed that the presence or absence of cir- 





2 testosterone during prenatal differentiation 
determines the estrogen sensitivity of certain special- 
ized receptor cells in the hypothalamus—if testoster- 
One is present, the cells become insensitive to 
estrogen; otherwise they develop a high level of es- 
trogen sensitivity. The left/right cerebral hemispheres 





si a 


of the brain are also thought to have sex-differentia- sence of a Y chromosome—when what you really... ; 






tion characteristics, although these may be a result of care about is hormonal differences that underlie 






social influences (left = logic, math, language, in muscle mass, really Misses the mark.” 
Golly, kids. I can see it all now: the 1996 Oly 
pic games where XY gender explorers can compete 









which males “score” better; right = spatial relation- 






ships, emotions, patterns, in which females “score” 







better). One theory is that testOstepene inhibits right in the Sixty-yard High-Heel Hurdles against Fet 










hemisphere development and re ts in greater devel- Androgenized Females (Pre, Post, or No). Gos 





Faced with this complexity, a medical committee 
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| the International Athletic Federation (IAF) recom- 





More Sex 


| mended that sports directors abandon their in 
_ Some of the more interesting biological variations ingly complex genetic tests in favor ofjust | k 






include True hermaphrodites, who have both ovarian at the individuals’ genitals! 






and testicular tissues in their bodies (very rare), and 






isyertwo ofeach, | Food Sex 





may develop one ovary and one te 



















ic | Some theories on t ‘lution of one-celled organ- 
testes. Their external genitalia are oft isms into i-cel ‘ganisms|posit that the one- 
two, and in some cases penises.are functional, the ch other, as food. At 


some point the action of ing resulted in a 


or their gonads may be a 


























celled organisms consut 









testes produce sperm and fully-functioning uteri 

| (including menstruation.and egg production). It is a joining of cells and multi-c lied organisms developed 
“matter of conjecture as to whether a true hermaphro# and evolved. Taking that concept a million years 
dite (TH) can self-impregnate; however, there ar¢ : _ later, say we have true hermaphroditic ambulatory 


tecorded instances of THs who have birthed babies 





ipeds who are self-impregnatin nomads—the first 






_ More commonly found are pseudo-h ople. On occasions when t rms” encountered 













e another, they attempt onsume each other 


genetic, cellular memor ), but rom time to time 








joined sexually. The res eross-fertilization be- 











classification is called, gan to produce atypical organisms, and a greater vari- 
el ety of ambulatory biped were born, fewer and fewer 
Sex for Sport who were typical hermaphrodites. 


In order to clear up any confusion, the International 











Olympic Committees (IOC) opted for testing 


“women” for ‘‘male” genes, a test which turned out 










be somewhat inaccurate due to the many, vari tis 


in.sex chromosomes and hormonal devel 






“a product of natural selection by 





Dr.Maria Ne w—head of pediatrics at ta manipulated biological construct of our 










Hospital, Cornell Medical Center—pu L ancestors. Who is to say that we have not 


ticle in the New York Times on this subject, and stated os likewise 





anipulated? In these contemporary 





that, “It is unfair to single out X and Y chromosomes times, it seems that nature produces many varia- 






as sole determinants of gender and who has a genetic tions of sex ‘ ., and intersexed individuals have | 






advantage in sports.” She also stated that among her a histo: asis in both myth and fact. 
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patients are “hundreds of little girls who have typica ot-so-long ago past, various cultural 





sex chromosomes (XX) but have male-mu ed oppressive “purges” of our 












terns and masculinized genitals (estimating fentage honk burnings, witch hunts, censorship, 





13,000 births have this condition).” She “often sees murder, genocide, etc. Each example being the result 
boys and men who, despite having typical male chro- of authoritarian control: do it my way, the one true 
mosemes, are unexpectedly found to have a uterus.” way, or perish. Let’s just consider the possibility that — 
Dr. David C. Page of the Massachusetts Institute 
of Technology stated in the same article that, “If there 





persons who did not exhibit an either/or typical sex 
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classification (male or female) were destroyed at ) 












is any justification at all for testing athletes, it is to birth, or later in life when their atypicalness mani- 





bar those with male muscle mass. The connection fested itself. Are we the result of this “heritage?” 


between the presence or absence of a Y chromosome ____ Have we been bred like dogs? Arf-arf. 





and musele mass is very indirect and requires anum- — 
ber of intervening steps. To focus on one of the first 





features in sex differentiation—the presence or ab- 











An Announcement 
from the First 
Transgendered 

President in the 
New Millennium 


Billie Jean Jones publishes a fabulous 
lil zine, GenderFlex, formerly known 


as 'V Guise. Published quarterly (if pos- 
sible), issues are available for $2.00 each 


3430 Balmoral Dr. #10 
Sacramento, CA 9582] 


If someone sends herm ten bucks, they’ Il 


get five issues (past or future). Billie 
Jean morphs impeccably between male/ 
female/? and considers hermself to be 


the “First Transgendered President in the 


New Millennium”. 

Following are excerpts from previous 
issues of GenderFlex... 

“Hellfire, the other corner is full of 
Shiites in a frenzy over the sudden 
appearance of a procession of Hasidic 
Jews being scattered by Mormon mis- 
sionaries on bicycles. There’s no phone 
booth to transvest in! Which reality 
should I adopt in order to survive? Tick- 
tock, tick-tock, tick—if I pick the wrong 
one—tock—-gotta get into the one that 
will last\—tick—the longest—tock— 
that oughta be the biggest—tick—most 
dominant one of them all—tock. 

Gotta squash the rest. 

Smash ’em. 

Flat. .. 

Now on with the prattle. 

First, I de-haired myself on January 
9th, flung on some black glad rags and 
rolled into San Francisco with Dianne 
Summers. I convinced her on the way to 
write a behind-the-scenes look at ETVC 
[Educational Transvestite Channel—see 
previous sidebar]. I told her I wouldn’t 

- revise it and change it into a bitchy, 


a 
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crabby, blabby thing. But I might have 
lied. And for good reason. See, I told 
Dianne that I just wanted to have fun for 
a while and get laid. I mean, after all, I’d 
had a purdy crummy year as far as way 
cool fun—divorce, car stolen and family 
dying. 

Ennyway, we went to check out 
ETVC’s “Dance Social” at the End Up. 
A bunch of University of the Dead types 
doing the Stumble, which must be a new 
dance craze where you just go “duh” 
and bumble-stumble on the litter-strewn 
dance-floor to the crazy industrial noise 
machine...we daintily chugged some 
cheap white wine, planning our next 
move, which was to get the hell outta 
there. Then Cori showed up and said 
sheem had dropped by earlier when 
nobody came for the ETVC dance either. 


So we all left...” &, 


Laid back, la 
Overshadg 
Americal 











by Andrew Hultkrans <drude@well.com> 


When the so-called “alternative nation” began to 
materialize on MTV time slots and TIME magazine 
covers several years ago, the actual members of this 
supposed “underground” responded with disgust. 
“Alternative to what?” they cried, goatees flecked 
with spittle. While their protest was understandable— 
as TIME said later, “when everybody’s hip, it’s not 
cool”—it was futile. More importantly, it was hope- 
lessly naive. Hidden within the intolerant sneer of 
“alternative to what?” is the smug belief that the 
asker is somehow outside of the scope of the ques- 
tion—residing in a permanent autonomous zone of 
true hipness, beyond the hungry maw of the cultural 
commodification machine. “Maybe you could get the 
hippies, baby, but you can’t get us!” reads a typically 
acid Situationist cartoon that hangs on my refrigera- 
tor. This is the attitude of the new purist hipeoisie, 

a loose network of punk-identified intellectuals who 
rail against the malefaction of their precious “under- 
ground,” an inevitable process that began with the 
platinum status of Nirvana’s Nevermind. Obscured by 
the heady froth of their outrage is the ugly truth that 
their sacrosanct “underground” culture operates un- 
der the same dynamics of conformity, elitism, and 
commodity fetishism that the mainstream plunderers 
of their “scene” obey. 

“Culture...ugh! The ideal commodity. The one 
which helps sell all the others”, continues my car- 
toon. This line of Debord-speak has been employed 
effectively of late by hip, neo-Marxist journals like 
The Baffler. While such meta-awareness of cultural 
commodification makes for incisive analysis, its 
premise always turns back on itself eventually. After 
eloquently exposing the culture industry’s Midas-like 
ability to turn grunge into gold, this brand of critic, 
faced with the rhetorical need to present a concluding 
antidote to our spectacular society, will once again 
drag out that old standby: the punk rock under- 
ground—that utopian netherworld of disaffected 
youth, a zealous, colorful arena of committed 
scenesters, zinesters, and, of course, indie bands—the 
last refuge of modern day heroes, apparently. While 
tock and roll is always good for catharsis, and maybe 
even, dare I say it, fun once in a while, offering indie 
rock as a solution to alienation in this modern world, 
after a barrage of thesaurus-armed vitriol, is naive to 


say the least. On the other hand, naive is in—just ask 


















































Calvin Johnson and his fawx-{7qj@eOs mele tee eee 
so maybe it’s hip to put your iefermemer nels m hii 
sack of 7 inches. 
Although it doesn’t pumpQttspeygereliratirettl i 
MTV and SPIN like the purvQVelemeymiervmnirinitetes 


> 


tured genre “alternative rock Miitamtiet(mnere aeelieltes ae aera) et oO 


nity still functions according teMaemalllcme) & ALL Cece eT 

capitalism. You don’t see the fem ifane)tomtatel tem ortivels with purely spectacular rebel- 

giving records away, do you “M@}meeltiuton ie) martite! ToT ex cteeSa MT 

why? For the same reason thigxfemeyerer emi tel hole ene Col Pda Pam Cano TONS 

rified of appearing uncool as faew evar aw ones became a commodity.” 
Ler APL lelceh 


Society of the Spectacle 


upon whom they spit—they’ Walelttsntetsnr mine 
micro-economy of hip, whera@Mefele) ram rmellenci(n] 
and credibility sells CDs. ThO¥@vartcane inert | mets 
Stone Temple Pilots, and twigams disingenuous, be- 
cause they’re under the illusi@iitavaiovsvontut Want 
compromisingly different—alfoygeyerersiateyim Corte (ete at tn) i) OM OU YEU Me i 
enough irony to flatten Davic@ OMe imn Ohniccremttnteles Ieee OLIN a eA LLL oe 
the flag of misfit, these ““undedgegtelunnte lame ern e Aer Ton Yes Gece ne 
eal e 


“Freedom Rock” 


lieve that their minor perseculetemonmteeter ll tere <i 
a suburban high school autorgMitenlhmertnient ene res 
ative credibility and unassail Me)(ere) Hatem Wont Kee 
tunate truth is that these so-c a G@iiititmerlren inte 
majority of any suburban hig WNoitere meer WaT ve Raz) 
masse, they form a nation of WaWeuxemeeniielathiicnre 
monolithic as to engender sy typEtWew a Ceymnd nom pYerey mel 
numbered fullbacks and their itetoulerreComutursnteiteln 
Indie purist scribes may cCQGmmuemynobicaenerei mel 
commodified rebellion in OurgigRtatenMemuntereb rer nen 
yet they offer nothing but a nememmincitem Keuenmey l 
“rebellion” as a solution. “Kq@@oeitversera item ot kein ts 
akin to “keep the race pure” IBIgRableNmihze seen ts 
the underground wasn’t built fe}iwetieeelite me tiverl oven 
how did it get started in the fie) ETreras Keyee Wari urea oe an 
een 
derground 
wasn’t 
built on 
ELL (e) 
wannabes, 
Waal 
aol 
started in 
miley 
Eat 


teous scenesters seem to have ngenironlan as ce eseltten| 
MOM emome Welw (7zZincs. To have a zine, 

you must first have four fans-Sieyemcom ul iimintewatite 
and three others to constitute BRQMGRetve alone mtn 

audience. As for the level of «ieelttecemtaman least 
edly content-rich, undiluted f@ilmemelatsaterrti tem bite 
ary creativity, the quality of \ Autistic 
zine, particularly an indie rocheeptontee Wale os 
literate monkey spew. Oscillatate@tammeome) Cnwatele 
profiles and intolerant, neo-faQenmeninetettinat its 
mainstream, the average zine} IE Mtn elem els TS 
often lower than a high schoq]itawaEloemnuali mite 


of the coherence. 


Aside from the aforementioned quasi-literary 
journal The Baffler and the fastidiously edited 
hatefest Answer Me!, most of these zines do nothing 
to counter the hegemony of “alternative” mainstream 
youth culture. Rather, just like Entertainment fucking 
Weekly, they let you in on what’s cool to buy, steal or 
borrow from your local underground culture 
supermarket...you know, the one down the street 
with the zines, comix, 7 inches, and the convenient 
piercing/tattoo parlor in the back. In the same breath 
that they pillory Candlebox for being postpunk 
poseurs, these giddy writers come all over their com- 
puter screens over some new release from the indie 
label of the hour. The desire economy for these ob- 
scure offerings is the same as that for “cutting edge” 
mainstream garbage—the newer the better, the less 
people know about it, the cooler it is. For a hopeless 
Details wannabe, this leads to furtive slumming in 
Ben is Dead, hoping to find the next edge so he can 
impress his other clue-impaired friends. For the righ- 
teous indie purist, this means crawling even farther 
up one’s own subcultural asshole in search of the 
next alienated dweeb with a four track and a un- 
healthy Sebadoh fixation, in order to jizz all over 
him into a tissue wad of a fanzine. 

Why is it surprising to the zealous scenester when 
Gap models begin to sport tattoos and nose rings, or 
when rave esthetics seep into mainstream product 
design? The patrons of the “underground” were the 
people who turned such signifiers into mass culture in 
the first place. In today’s sprawling, ravenous media- 
scape, the barrier between “underground” and ‘“‘main- 
stream”—once merely a permeable membrane—has 
been irrevocably dissolved. America is a rebel cul- 
ture. Our mass culture feeds on images of rebellion, 
the more outrageous, the better. While it is galling to 
see your subcultural mug reflected back at yourself 
by a boob like Dan Cortese, it’s foolish to believe 
that you can make an “individual” statement at the 
level of taste or fashion. Remember, the eternally 
cool Jack Kerouac, Miles Davis, and Salvador Dali 
all wore khakis. Taste and fashion are superficial, 
learned behaviors, and they will be aped, just as you 
once borrowed yours from a cooler, older person. 
That they will be co-opted in the service of capital- 
ism is inevitable as the major label signing of your 
once favorite indie band. That you will abandon your 
look, and that band, in the name of remaining “pure” 
and “different” only reveals your essential impurity, 
your chameleon-like need to blend in with the sub- 
cultural herd, your hypocritical conformity. This 
unquenchable thirst for the new, the hip, the indi- 
vidual is shared by the mainstream mall rat and the 


indie scenester alike. The only difference is that of 


scale. The mall rat follows Entertainment Weekly to 
the cash register, the scenester follows the latest zine 
of the moment. The result is the same—money is 
exchanged, lifestyles are acquired. 

Now that the avant garde is about as subversive 
as Scotch Guard, subculturalism is a tired pursuit. 


When “alternative” rock listeners are treated to the 








spiraling irony of Eddie Vedder (TIME “grunge” 
cover boy, arena rock revisionist) screaming “the kids 
of today should defend themselves against the 70s” 
on Mike Watt’s solo debut, the entire issue of subcul- 
tural credibility is moot. The kids of today should 
defend themselves against their own will to hipness, 
since this year’s revolt will be on next year’s runway, 


just as surely as today’s revolution will be 


tomorrow’s Gap campaign. . 
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tents in the woods of Tennessee—no electricity, run- 
ning water, laundry facilities, or outhouses. The mud 
was knee deep. Life was rugged. After six weeks of 
being a single woman in this environment, I’d had 
enough. I caught a ride to Texas where my grandfa- 
ther gave me a shower, a bed and a plane ticket to 
California. 

Three years later, I re- 
turned to Tennessee and 
Stayed many years. 

The Farm was an inten- 
tional spiritual community 
Started by a group of people 
who considered Steven 
Gaskin, a teacher at San 
Francisco State in the 60s, 
their spiritual teacher, We’d 
Originally met in San Fran- 
cisco and followed Steven in 
old school busses while he 
traveled the States on speak- 
ing tours, forging a commu- 
nity along the way. When we 
landed back in San Fran- 
cisco a few months later it 
was obvious that the group 
needed a place to settle down and grow. We headed 
to Tennessee, where land was cheap, bought 1700 
acres of undeveloped farmland, and started to build a 
community based on our simple spiritual beliefs: tel] 
the truth at all times, do unto others as you would 
have them do unto you, cause no harm...these beliefs 
became a way of life. Every day was dedicated to 
realizing our fullest spiritual potential. We took a 
vow of voluntary poverty, agreeing to use only the 
minimum we needed so there would be enough to 
go around—not only within our own community but 
for the planet as a whole. We ate no meat, wore no 
leather, used no dairy products or eggs; a food system 
that uses soy can feed more people than one that uses 
animals. 

We did not believe in abortion, but made this 
global offer: “Don’t have an abortion—come to The 
Farm and we will deliver your baby for free, take 


care of it for you, and if you ever want it back, you 








with excellent statistics that spoke to our skill and 
experience. Families would come six weeks before 
the expected date of the birth and we would take 
them into our homes and care for them throughout 


their stay. Only a few babies were left with us and 


most of those were later reclaimed. A stay on The 
Farm had a way of changing people. 

After I left the Farm the first time, I lived in 
smaller communities in Missouri where I met a man 
who would get up and stoke the woodstove in the 
middle of the night. Seduced by the constant warmth, 
I married Don one month before our first child was 
due. By the time she was two, we were having seri- 
ous problems making our marriage work and went to 
The Farm to join the great experiment and learn how 
to live together with the help of a spiritual commu- 
nity. 

We built a lovely large schoolbus with a separate 
bedroom for SarahKate’s crib. We had a refrigerator, 
a wood stove...all the comforts of home. When we 
finally arrived in Tennessee we plunked the bus down 
in the woods and settled in to live ina community 
that had developed and grown during my three-year 


absence. It now had outhouses with walls, a laundro- 


on 





mat of sorts, a store, rationed food, a soy dairy, fields 
of growing vegetables, a vineyard, an orchard, a barn 
for the draft horses, a motor pool, a school, a clinic 
and several hundred dwellings of all shapes and 
sizes. There was no money on the Farm, everything 
was pooled for community use and all services and 
provisions were free. 

Life was good, a grand adventure. We were young 
and the hauling, chopping and hardships were ac- 
cepted in the spirit of pioneering. With the help of 
others, Don and I learned to live together and had 
another baby there in the woods with The Farm mid- 
Wives in attendance. It was a high point of our adven- 
ture. 

Thad always been interested in providing care for 
others, and midwifery, as practiced on the Farm, with 
strong spiritual aspects and clinical skills, appealed to 
me. When I asked if I could learn this art, I was told 
I did not treat my husband well enough yet to qualify. 
So I worked the draft horses, learning to scratch in 
the vineyard and bean fields; I worked as an accoun- 
tant in the book publishing company; once a week 
I watched 14 toddlers for my baby-sitting group in 
exchange for SarahKate’s playgroup; I picked squash 
in the fields and put up the summer harvest in the 
cannery; finally was allowed to work the front desk 
of the clinic. I gathered and organized the statistics 
for the Spiritual Midwifery book. Again I asked if I 
could train for midwifery. This time I was told I was 
hot midwife material and should consider learning 
clinical lab skills. 

Don and I moved to the Missouri Farm (a satellite 
commune) and I learned how to set up and run a 


clinical lab. A pathologist-friend taught me the skills 


Ineeded and I gathered up essentials—microscope, 
centrifuge, incubator—and stocked a small pharmacy 
with simple antibiotics. I was then able to provide 
basic health care for the 80 people living on that 
Farm: doing Strep throat cultures, giving penicillin, 
diagnosing and treating parasites, and handling other 
simple problems. The local family practice clinic 

backed me up and authorized my prescribing. But I 

; really wanted to learn full spiritual patient care skills. 

We went back to Tennessee where I hoped again 

| to train. By then SarahKate was in third grade and 
Cara should have been in kindergarten, if there had 

| been one. The school was understaffed, the teachers 

_ minimally trained, so I decided my place, for the time 

. being, was there. I had a degree in elementary educa- 

_ tion and special education for emotionally disturbed 
adolescents. Fostering a love of learning, a respect 

_ for books, and Providing discipline within a free 
learning environment were my goals The next two 
years were spent attempting to improve a school 





System against political pressures I did not under- 
stand. The children thrived. while the adults argued. 

One day in early spring, I called on Stephen for 
spiritual guidance and support. I was caught in a web 
of politics, concerned that the children were suffering 
because of it; he told me I was “not worthy” and 
until I was willing to listen to him and follow his 
advice without question I would never be worth any- 
thing. That was the day my long affair with The Farm 
ended. 

Only after leaving The Farm was I able tosee it 
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for the cult it really was. In the beginning our ideal- 
ism and sense of adventure made it fun, and I was 
truly dedicated to saving the world through commu- 
nity, spirituality, and full realization of personal 
talents. I was blind to the corruption: all people do 
not work equally hard in a communal society; haves 
and have-nots inevitably develop; food becomes 
Scarce; your kids have no shoes. But even knowing 
this, I miss to this day the spiritual peace I felt on 
Sunday mornings in the meadow, sitting with a group 
of 400 people in meditation, listening to the early 
morning sounds of the Tennessee hills, finally aum- 
ming together with a resonance more beautiful than a 
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church organ’s chords. There were many losses in the 


& 


transition, but that is the one I feel most keenly. 

For the first few years, the frustration that had 
built up over years of being thwarted on The Farm 
carried me without regrets straight into my new life. 
I immediately entered pre-med school, moved right 
on to medical school and seven years after leaving 
The Farm became a resident MD practicing in 
Sonoma County, California. I rarely communicated 
with other ex-Farmies. I was extremely wary of those 
who had been part of my other life, but maintained 
friendships with a few carefully chosen people. I kept 
extremely busy for the next ten years, pursuing my 
goals and finally getting recognition for my talents 
and skills. 

I have just recently started putting the two lives 
together into one, trying to glean the positive from 
my life on The Farm and let the fear and anger go. 
The personal skills, the insights, and the daily spiri- 
tual practice remain, but I lost my husband in the 
transition and I finished raising our daughters on my 
own. I became a grandmother a year after becoming 
single. I have no interest in organized religion, my 
spiritual practice is very personal. I place no trust in 
authority figures, have no expectation that any group 
or bureaucracy will take care of me fairly. I prefer to 
make a difference as an individual by working one- 
on-one with people, changing the world in the imme- 
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diate here-and-now. 
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Deep in the heart of darkest California, home to cults, crystals, and the techno-elite, pioneers of the psychedelic revolution live in quiet houses alongside 
surfers, artists, and programmers. Tourists flock to the beaches and craft shops while hippies drum in peaceful parks and hearty yuppies unload their 
cycling gear. 

In one such community lives Robert Anton Wilson, icon to Discordians, conspiracy theorists, modern mystics, subgenii, and trippers the world over. 

Best known for the Illuminatus Trilogy (with Robert Shea), Wilson's writing romps from the medieval Church to the Chicago Democratic Conven- 
tion, from puns to ciphers, from LSD to JFK, fusing impressive historical research with mindbending science fiction and postmodern fable. 

When | first met Wilson in 1991, 'd just spent a couple years immersed in his works: Masks of the Illuminati, Cosmic Trigger, the Shroedinger’s Cat 
trilogy, etc. | wasn’t sure whether his writing had helped me toward indelible epiphanies, led me to Chapel Perilous, or just fucked my brain so hard it 
didn’t know which way was up. Perhaps it had done all three; in any case, | immediately liked the man himself. Even while illustrating its ambiguity, he 
seemed solidly grounded in what passes for reality, treating it with equal parts cynicism, humour, and hope. 


In spite of flooded highways and a multitude of glitches on the part of my usually-trusty tape recorder, | managed to talk survival and politics with 


Wilson at his home this winter. 


fwr: We’re interested in how people process their 

own instinct to biosurvival, and how they deal with it 
in relation to society. This theme recurs in your work, 
most specifically in Prometheus Rising, in which you 


presented a tutorial of Timothy Leary’s|8-Circuit 
L 





to find a Mommy, and reptiles don’t have that drive 


because they’ re born ready to deal with the world as 


Please see also FWR 2:21 


it is. But mammals need a certain period of nurture; 
so we all have some sort of a mother complex, to 


some extent. There is a strong bond to the mother, 





model of consciousness. Do you still use that as a 
construct? 

raw: Yes. I find the 8-Circuit model very, very useful. 
I've been saying for a long time now that everything 
is temporary these days, and the 8-Circuit model will 
be obsolete in 15 years. Then someone pointed out to 
me, “You’ve been saying that for 20 years!” I haven’t 
found a better model yet. 

I don’t call them Circuits anymore, I call them the 
eight Systems. I think Leary used too much cyber- 
netic metaphor; “Systems” are a little more complex 
and abstract, and the word sounds better. The first 
thing is that Leary believes behaviour results from 
genetics, imprinting, and conditioning. He hardly 
ever mentions learning, but I’m sure if you backed 
him into a corner he would admit that it plays a role, 
too. 

Even if you don’t believe Leary’s model all the 
way down the line, there’s plenty of things which are 
neither conditioning nor genetics—they result from 
imprinting, or learning, or situational conditions. 

John Dillinger was heterosexual outside prison, and 
homosexual inside prison. I think that’s a pretty gen- 
eral pattern. This “either/or” I don’t like. 

So, you’ve got four factors to behaviour, and the 
Biosurvival System has a genetic drive to survival. 
Through bad imprinting this instinct can be negated, 
as in the case of autistic infants who don’t make any 


effort to be alive at all. The main biosurvival drive is 


and some degree of neurological damage appears to 
occur if there is no bond. 

Throughout history, the Biosurvival System has 
been attached to the tribe. Since tribalism has broken 
down and civilization has gotten more and more ab- 
stract, the biosurvival urge has hitched to “Survival 
Tickets”, what we call money. It’s not just Ameri- 
cans, it’s everybody in the industrial world that’s 
money-mad. We don’t have tribes, we don’t have 
extended families, we don’t even have families any- 
more—so everybody’s biosurvival drive is attached 
to money. When the money disappears, people expe- 
rience dizziness, anxiety, general sense of panic, and 
a near-death experience—which is what tribal people 
feel when they’re lost from the tribe. 

In traditional societies, exile from the tribe was 
considered a terrible reproof. In Shakespeare, Romeo 
says, “Exile! The damned use that word in hell!” 
Everybody in Shakespeare hates the idea of exile: 
nowadays, nobody gives a damn, because our sur- 
vival drive isn’t attached to the family and the tribe, 
it’s attached to money. Nobody minds going into 
exile if they can take a million dollars with them. 

So how do you get your money? There is no gen- 
eral answer. Everybody’s gotta figure that out for 
themselves. 
fwr: One of FringeWare’s exercises in community 
has been fostering some online tribalism, using the 


Internet to find like minds. We even try to earn 














survival Tickets through the Internet, without giving 
our energies over to the usual corporate entities... 
raw: On the Internet, you don’t know who you’re 
talking to, so you respond to people’s minds. Ageism, 
racism, and sexism become less of an issue in that 
environment. In a sense, people are fundamentally 
their minds; a strange thing for me to say, since I try 
to put things into functional and non-Aristotelian 
terms, and I just came up with something very Aristo- 
telian. 

But the mind of a person is what interests me 
most about them, and the Internet puts you in a posi- 
tion to interact with the mind, with the Third Circuit 
or Semantic System. You don’t know their colour or 
gender or sexual orientation. 
fwr: It seems to me that government creates itself 
in an attempt to satisfy biosurvival urges; since we 
lack organic tribes or families, we create an external 
structure to act as our tribe, our protective father ar- 
chetype, our nurturing mother, and to allocate our 
Survival Tickets. Do you think that government 
works? 
raw: I agree with Tom Payne—-government is a 


necessary evil. Or George Washi 


gan to see differences between the Republicans and 
the Democrats again. During the Cold War, those dif- 


sent here, due to the fact that they ha’ 
‘our parties in their parliaments. A party 











represents a minority can change thin} 





blocking the legislation of the major 
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think every’€o try in Europe that’s had a socialist ~ 





eas has benefited from it. Having four or five : 







we’ ve got basically two right-wing ! 





which has a nostalgia for its left-wing past. 





stasis here—even Perot, whom | trust about 
as I would trust David Rockefelle: 
in the sense that he made the de! 






in the last presidential election. — 





But if I could be dictator for a 





law I wanted, I’d pass a law that 








television, radio, papers—ha 
to. any political party that has 
bers. The media keeps ehae 




























about the Libert, 
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fwr: I guess compromise is the problem I have with 





__ the government and with today’s structures for seeing 
Ae ty survival needs; I know that compromise is 
necessary for any kind of social unit to exist, but it 
seems so impossible to reach acceptable compro- 
meone from the Green Party and the mises. You seem to have reached an equilibrium, 
American Independent Party, boy the voters would which I admire, actually. You write good stuff, get it 
turn out. Everybody would see somebody up there 
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It’s going to surprise everyone. I think the 





changes that are going to happen have a good c 





of occurring nonviolently, because of what happ ; 





in South Africa and others. Any attempt at a vi 


revolution in this country wouldn’t last very See also our review of 
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by Monte McCarter <monte@well.com> 


I consider myself a “survivalist”. No, make that 


“artist”. My friends call me a thief. Maybe I’m 


just a pomo genXer with a bad haircut, but 
that’s beside the point. The journey that brought 
me to this current state has been a strange one 
indeed, and the actual “path” that led me astray 
from the pack is hard to identify. My parents 
blame Loompanics, the Dead Kennedys, and 
Robert Anton Wilson. Personally, I like to blame 
society. Yeah, I know soci- 
ety is an easy target, but the 
failed educational system 
blames me, so we’re even, | 
right? 

I live in a soon-to-be- 
Dallas 
Denton, on the wrong side 


suburb of called 
of the tracks. Gunfire is an 
inevitable constant here, 
and we’re only responsible 
for it 


‘ 


occasionally. The 
‘we” I’m referring to are 
myself and my roommates, 
“Cutman” and “Dr. Bob”. 
Dr. Bob is a mathematician/ 
programmer and Cutman is 
a fashion designer/musi- 
cian. The three of us get 
along pretty well, especial- 
ly if video games are involved. There are | 1 
computers in the house, three of which are 
Timex Sinclair 1000’s. There are also 10 
Nintendo PowerGloves, but like I said, I blame 
society. 

I pay my share of the bills by making art. 
Some say I’m one of the Chosen ’cause I have 
pulled this off. Others call me a slacker, but 
gawd that shit’s as tired as cyber-whatever. The 
people I consider my closest friends just say I’m 
a thief. Creating images for magazines is my 
main gig, but I occasionally yank in the dead 
presidents by night as DJ DMZ—sometimes 
with the industrial music thing, sometimes do- 
ing live techno, and sometimes just spinning at 
parties. When Visa is particularly pissed, I in- 
stantly transform into Video Supergeek “Monte 
ov Vid-a-rama”™ and rent movies to the huddled 
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masses. This is also convenient access to both 
audio and video samples, an infinite wealth of 
noises to organize and images to chainsaw. It’s 
also the reason my bedroom resembles a video 
studio. Gotta have the Tek to run the software, 
no? 

Hey, get this: I just scored, for 40 bucks, a 
B/W security video setup from a contact named 
“Stan.” Stan usually tries to set me up with 





Macintosh tube amplifiers, but unfortunately for 


him, I’m a new school, solid-state kinda guy. 
Stan claims I’m an infidel but continues to push 
me towards buying a transmitter setup from him 
just the same. I declined his offer by asking him 
if he wanted to buy some late 60s Israeli C-4 

I was trying to unload. “Yeah, of course it’s 
stable...just don’t drop it.” A lie, but he didn’t 
know that. I haven’t had any C-4 in months. He 
was broke anyway because of some real estate 
deal, so it didn’t matter. I settled for just the 
video gear. Walt’s a good guy, even if he does 
contribute to my floor-to-ceiling shelves of junk. 
I’m an incurable packrat. 

Hey, you just never know when your gonna 
need something, right? Why, just the other day, 
“Dr. Bob” used a broken fone I’ve been saving 
for the last year and a half to build an acoustic 





coupler. We have a mutual friend in Osaka who 
was displaced in the quake that leveled Kobe 
and needs to use a payfone for net access. Ap- 
parently it’s serious dollars to have a fone in- 
stalled in Japan, so for the time being she’s at 
the coin-op’s mercy. Ever tried to find an acous- 
tic coupler in Japan? Me neither, but I hear it 
ain’t easy. Damn good thing I had that fone, eh? 
Heh! Justification is the key to a good life, mark 
my words. Currently, ““Cutman” sits behind me 
working on a project involving plasticene and 
injection molding. I’m trying not to ask too 
many questions. 

To me, this is survivalism. Getting by not by 
simply existing, but /iving. Doing my best to 
make ends meet without selling my soul, as trite 
as that may sound. It can be damned hard at 
times, but the wealth of friends and energy 
makes it all worth while, even when eating my 
umpteenth bowl of Ramen, or counting change 
for an oil can of Fosters. 


If I need one, here is the point of this ramble: 


we all pretty much have to accept the fact that 
we’re each going to probably meet with some 
horrible end to our miserable little lives. We 

are as likely as not to have a plane carrying 

toxic agents crash land on us.as. w. 
at high speed towards a cliff. 
Audi 5000 with sudden accel 
and that’s not the worst par 
is that through all this murdé 
struction, we od really hay 


ity”. By “entities”, I mean the invis 
we hear so much about. Everyone from. 
minati to the Catholic Church to the 
agency of your choice is co 
show you a picture of what’s go 
what’s real. Then they try and s 
to you with every new car, religi 
and Superproduct™. And s 
trol isn’t just about making m 
products, it’s about fighting 
at all, by imposing order on 
seek to define. Not to mention 
way expensive on the R&D bud 
the short term yield—and that’s. 
business no matter how you loo 
The acid-addled 60s (along with many other 
decades, centuries before) brought large num- 
bers of trippers to the conclusion that reality is 








100% based on perception, and that human per- 
ception has as many variations as the planet 
does people. Those wacky quantum theorists 
pushed that one step further by saying that the 
simple act of perception changes what is being 
perceived. I guess my real problem was hearing 
this at an extremely young age, and taking it to 
mean that if reality was so flexible, you could 
bend it in to any shape you liked. I guess com- 
ing from a American middle class white family 
can make that an easy illusion to fall for. Unfor- 
tunately, I grew up and realizéd that shit just 
doesn’t work that way for very long. Realities 
tend to clash all too often, and lots of people 
tend to have prophecies fulfilled on the ass, real 
hard. But that early revelation, as sheltered and 
childish as it may have been, did some kind of 
permanent damage to my neural pathways. It 
showed me that the best any of us can do is to 
erect some serious reality filters, and try to sur- 
round ourselves with the reality we want to try 
to be a part of. 

Shit, that’s what happens every day. So many 
realities are pitched at us from entities that are 
trying to further themselves that you can hardly 
see the forest, the trees, or anything else. So 
why not.do.your damnedest to play the same 




























y to do the,eame? Make your own 
ll the chaos and death and de- 


ou can’t win, what can you lose? 
se *‘Lkeep.thinking about that line in Natural 


but I don’t exactly 

*t. You’d probably be 
© know me to ex- 
already know what 
ike I said, my friends 
OK. I blame society. 


Re 








| 








ae ee ee ee NS 


Gen woah 
/, 
KLAN doctor ann . theres Someone vd lke you 
mi ‘© N@ iy = / eee an ee = oo ee sea 


ye cand , doctor” brock ahn. 
Bn 
on Coon -< : 

ye Kg 


Pe zt y 


3 
h ee 


Ironic . 


must Know “hot weet 


xeno' bolo in ea waschiads 
a - 

wri: the alien artPacts. 

perhaps + f we had some 

concrete eviderce into the 

nature of the artifacts... 





ere Rosse 
ue relopcal correlation 
"ges with their use. 
unfo ortunately . we have 4 


er. yes. well... 
perhaps snother dose 

















Pritts EOE 


Foe 


Spe plied fie phstisepee pegphn dee 


ieaee per ins Ras eis ete: 


Cee, 


Perey 


Be ea 5 ee ae ey: 
Pi sfocdr Str shtite isa 
: #3 
re iect, ep 
- 5 ped, eg ee 

















lag vel alnaig= =) 


by Erika Whiteway <outrider@well.com> 


The year was 1969. Everyone thought Barbie would 
finally marry Ken—they just seemed to belong to- 
gether and after all these years people were beginning 
'0 wonder if Ken was gay or something. Barbie al- 
teady had her wedding dress and Midge had the hid- 
tous “Flower-Power Yellow” bridesmaid outfit with 
the retarded hat...it was now or never. Barbie de- 
cided she may as well go through with it since that’s 
what girls did—they were anorectic, got married, had 
kids and started wearing polyester stretch pants with 
long florid blouses to hide their big stomachs. After 
all, she was the totem of American Femininity, she 
had to live up to her calling. 

A week before the wedding, just after the re- 
hearsal dinner, Barbie got a phone call. It was GI Joe, 
Barbie’s secret True Love, back from Vietnam. Her 
heart nearly burst from her well-endowed chest at the 


sound of his voice. 


banbic 


“Just forget it, Joe...you’re here now and remem- 
ber: for a long time I didn’t hear from you, they told 
me you were missing in action...and I’ve known Ken 
a long time, longer than I’ve known you.” 

That night they ended up driving to Las Vegas. 
The trip took three days in the tiny red sports car, but 
finally they were married in the Little Chapel of the 
Dunes next to the Dunes Hotel. 

RRA 
Life was good for Barbie and Joe. With his GI Bill 
and VA Home Loan opportunities, Joe got a real es- 
tate license, moved back East and started living the 
Monopoly Life, buying property right and left. They 
started small, on Baltic Avenue, a low-rent district 
that was, according to The Experts, “ripe for 
gentrification”. They built a few small homes and 
later added a hotel. With the money generated from 
that property, they were able to buy land in a better, 





“Barbie.| _Barb.. I’ve missed you so much. I can’t 
_ believe I’m hearing your voice...” 

“Oh Joe...!” Barbie cried, wondering how she 
would tell him of her impending wedding, “It’s really 
you...you’re back...” 

“T just landed at SFO, I’m at a pay phone...there’s 
iplane to Burbank leaving in twenty minutes. Can 
you pick me up?” 

“Of course I can...” 

BKK 

Atthe Burbank Terminal, Barbie watched Joe de- 
scend the stairs from the plane and knew she could 
hot marry Ken. Joe was so handsome in his Marine 
uniform—or was it Army? Barbie didn’t know and 
couldn’t tell the difference, but what did it matter? 
Joe was home, alive, and she rushed into his strong 
plastic arms, her high-heels clicking on the shiny 
linoleum floor. 

They went for burgers at In-n-Out. Joe said the 
two things he missed most were her and a good 

_ burger-n-fries. The giant burger dropped from the 
take-out window onto Barbie’s tiny car and they 
pushed their way over to the curb to sit and talk, eat, 
and fondle each other’s petrochemical extrusions. 
Barbie told him about Ken, about how she wasn’t 
going to go through with the wedding now that she 
had her Joe back. 

“You were really going to marry that putz? I think 
loughta go pound his ass...” 





more upscale area: St. James Place, New York Av- 2) 
enue and just around the corner they got a killer fore- 
closure deal on Indiana Avenue. They built more 
houses, a few bed-and-breakfasts and they were able, 
then, to buy a whole three blocks of vacant residen- 
tial lots on Vermont, Marvin Gardens, and Ventnor. 
By the mid-seventies, when the real estate boom got 
rolling like an avalanche, they had a portfolio worth 
several million theoretical dollars. Barbie knew they 
were living on credit, their debts were enormous and 
she saw it all as being stable as a house of cards: all it 
would take was one mistake, one investment-gone- 
sour, and their whole empire would come tumbling 
down. Joe brushed her concerns aside with a wave 
his rigid hand. 

“J&B Enterprises is solid as your big beautiful 
tits, darlin’! He then went on to say they should sell 
off the Baltic Avenue property and invest on the 
Boardwalk even though it wasn’t really a “board- 
walk”, 

“We’ll call it the Boardwalk,” said Joe, “It’s right 
on the ocean and we’ll make it look like a boardwalk. 
People will love it.” 

Barbie won the Community Chest beauty contest, 
after which she got pregnant with the twins, Joe, 
Jr.—or J.J.—and Barabara Jo. Because they had done 
so much business with the bank, Barbie was awarded 
a Chance dividend of two-hundred dollars when the 


twins were born and bought herself a pair of 
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Barbie ends up in Compton 
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ys; habit, and J. is part of a reli- 

gious group called Basketballs 
5 for Jesus that recruits kids 

from urban L.A. playgrounds 

with bogus —hoop-dream- 
come-true stories; these lies 
increase their fold by ten 
members a day, aided by offer- 
ings of free good food and 
“priests” smoke a lot of 
reefer; Barbie is seen briefly 
on an episode of COPS which 
Ken happens to see; he res- 
cues Barbie, she beats him up, 
rips him off and goes back to 
the same-old-same-old, 


ae ee 

Barbie does get back into 
modeling, meets Cybill 
Shepard and appears on her 
New tv show as an example of 
what can happen to women 
who make stupid choices, like 
relying on your looks and 
trusting your husband with all 
the money; J. and Barbara fo 
also appear on the show and 
are so popular that they get a 
spin-off series called Two For 
Two, about a homeless 
brother and sister who man- 
age to make a killing in “penny 
stocks” with money they get 
washing windshields and doing 
odd-jobs; the show is a big 
Success because it teaches 
ethics, family values, and em- 
phasizes the great American 
“can-do” optimism that is to- 
tally absent in reality. 


ve tute to support her crack 

















someday they woul 
“The handwriti 













8 just a kid—_where Joe 






enal. She didn’t know what everything 
as, only that there were lots of big guns, and littl 








They went to all the right parties, an 
appeared in the society pages of the Daily Planet, 
Interview Magazine, People, surrounded by celebri- 
ties and other Stars of the Moment like themselves. 
Barbie always glittered in the light of the camera 













flash despite the fact that she was rather stiff and 







wooden, and was only as tall as most other women’s | 


high-heels. It just goes to prove that when you have 










money people can overlook any flaws, even the fact 






that you’re plastic and smooshed from a mold. Barbie) . 
herself could forget this at times, letting herself go at ' 
a movie preview party, flashing her famous smile for 






the paparazzi...her life was fabulous! 

Except for one teensy weensy thing. 

Joe was really developing a “drinking problem’. 
Every business meeting (there was always one at 
lunch and several during the week over expensive 


dinners) included martinis, wine, cognac...and Joe’s 


temper inflamed along his liver. He would sometimes 


beat the crap out of Barbie for no apparent reason 
whatsoever. Midge—the only friend Barbie had and 
the only person who knew about the beatings—said 
it Was common with Vietnam vets. 

“It’s probably Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome. 
I saw something about it on Donohue.” 

“What am I supposed to do?” 

“Get help or get out.” 

“T can’t get out, Midge, I can’t get a job, what 
would I do to support myself? And the kids? What 
about them? God, Midge, I’m going to be one of 
those welfare moms living in public housing...!” 

“Jesus, Barb, your net worth is about half the 
National Debt, fer godssake! This is a community 
property state, half of everything you two have is 
yours. You’re a rich bitch, girlfriend!” 

“But what about Joe? I know you’re going to 
think I’m an idiot but I love him, Midge, and I know 














ones too. She thought of the time Joe had threatened 
her with an unloaded one and how easily he could 
have blown her head off. But he was drunk and didn’t 
know what he was doing. When he wasn’t drunk he 
was a real doll. And he absolutely adored the twins: 
unlike some other fathers, he actually enjoyed caring 
for them. J.J. was the light of his life, “Spittin’ image 
of his ol’ man, isn’t he Barb?” and it was trues: 
looked as much like Joe as Barbara Jo looked like 
Barbie. Some people had said it was too bad they 
were fraternal and not identical twins, but Joe 
thought it was wonderful that they each had little 
miniatures of themselves, “Like raisin’ ourselves up, 
you might say.” 

The whole situation brought her to tears. 

“Td tell you to come Stay with me,” Midge said, 
interrupting the sobs and silences, “but this is the first 
place he’d look.” 





























































y this time it was 1986. Against the advice of 


friends and partners, who told him to sell every- 


; NOW, Joe decided to hang on to every piece of 
estate, all of which was heavily mortgaged to 
‘elopments on some new lots on North 

2 not to mention 


jae went directly to jail. He did not pass Go, he 
not collect two-hundred dollars. 





d jini bonds. Ic oe had apparen’ yl 
‘abit of investing that he’d never mentione 


she did know they were high-risk; she watched the 


‘news. But Joe would have a good explanation, she 


decided, so she went ahead and called a bail bonds- 
‘man. 

They had a horrible fight at home when Barbie 
asked him about the contents of the deposit box. 

“You little bubble-headed bitch,” Joe yelled, “I’ve 
done a damn good job of investing our—no make 
that my—money. If you didn’t have me, you'd still 


be living in that cardboard so-called dream house 


probably married to that pussy, Ken.” and at that 


oment, Barbie wished she had married Ken. He 
quldn’t be yelling at her, or grabbing her by the hair 
as Joe was, about to hurl her against the wall... 


The crash of ’87 came and took with it all that Joe 


and Barbie owned. All the real estate, the stocks and 
junk bonds—everything—was lost. Joe was drunk 
and angry all the time now even though he was going 


toa State-mandated drinking-driver program. There 


_ was no money, the gas and electricity had been 


a 


turned off and if Barbie hadn’t squirreled away a few 


dollars here and there, there wouldn’t even be any 
"food. Their once-perfect life had become Mattel Hell. 


q Barbie couldn’t take it anymore. 


‘ih 


_ She packed up the kids’ clothes, a few toys, a 


_ couple of suitcases full of clothes and moved down to 


as 


Baltic Avenue, into a cheap apartment in a building 


Joe had built many years ago but was now owned by 


_aKorean family. The temporary restraining order she 


a 


_ took out on Joe did no good: the police didn’t like 


' dealing with problems in that part of town, and the 


one time they did come, they accused Barbie of 


bringing it on herself by inviting him over, as Joe 


‘ 


Barbie didn’t know much about stocks and bonds, but 


_leaving the best friend she ever had, her only friend 
in the world. Midge shoved a wad of bills into her 


said she had. The only thing she could do, Midge told 
her, was to move out of the area. 
“Go to California, to L.A.—I’m sure you can get 
a modeling job or something there.” Barbie thought 
wistfully of L.A., her hometown where everything — 
including her life with Joe— began. It seemed ironic 
that she would escape to this place of beginnings in 
1 t all that had come after it behind her. But 
me to California: to start 


| y wa 21 
truthful answer, “I still have my figure though...you 


you think?” she asked Midge, no 


know, the real reason I never wanted to have kids 


because of that. God... am such a shallow self- 
ometimes I make myself sick.. and 
{ hone, *...but I doulde’ t 


world now. And to 


what a slum-lord Joe was to build suck 






this. The toilets hardly worked anymore and most 
the windows were broken, boarded-up or painted 
shut. 

“Midge, I don’t have the mon : 
nia, and even if I did what would live on after I got 
there?” 






“Look, Barb, I'l] loan you the money, I’ve made 
an investment here and there myself, did better than 
Joe—I even have engugh to help you get a place 
when you get there. Pack your bags and I’1l be over 
to get you in an hour.” 


It was a sad good-bye at the airport. Barbie was 


purse, kissed her on her shiny, smooth, unyielding 
cheek and Barbie boarded the plane. She got a win- 
dow seat where she and the twins could all sit to- 
gether but could she not see out. The seatbelt nearly 
crushed her and her poor babies were nearly lost in 
the crack between the seat and back cushions. In the 
time it took her to eat a peanut, the plane was making 
its descent into Burbank Airport. 
Walking through the terminal, pushing the twins 
in their double stroller ahead of her like a probe, she 
remembered Ken and the wedding that was always 
expected but never came to pass...she remembered 
meeting Joe here those many years ago, the starlit 
night at In-n-Out, the feel of Joe’s hard lips on hers, 
the promise of the future that dangled like a pair of 


.and 


Re 


fuzzy dice from a backward-looking mirror.. 


here she was, back where it all began. 










age 


Joe eventually finds Barbie, liv- 


ing in an expensive condo on 
the outskirts of Beverly Hills 
that she maintains on her con- 
siderable non-taxable income 
as an exclusive call-girl; Joe 
stalks her, kills her with a 
knife, and there's a long tele- 
vised slow-speed chase on na- 
tional tv followed by the most 
expensive trial in history, Jury 
selection is problematic: ev- 
eryone knows he did it but it 
still remains to be proved in a 
court of law. A glove figures 
prominently in the case, lead- 
ing the police to Michael Jack- 
son who is shacked up with J.J. 
after being dumped by Lisa 
Marie. Barbara Jo ran away 
from home as soon as Barbie 
got into the call-girl biz and is 
living with Midge and her 
lover. 


ha 
YOUR ENDING HERE—Send 
us the ending you think this 
story ought to have and win 
something fabulous! (We here 
at FWR understand—you're 
the interactive people of the 
90s out there!) Email to 
outrider@well.com or send 
hardcopy and a 3.5" disk to: 
PO Box 2044] 
El Sobrante CA 94820-0441 
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by Viktor Arevalo <viktare@well.com> 





Itold myself I was lucky when I returned to Argen- 
tina after ten years in Europe. I had read in Ed Krol’s 
The Whole Internet that Argentina rated BIUF, an 
international connectivity rating better than Australia 
and much better than New Zealand. Gophering, I 
even discovered a couple of Argentine addresses: the 
Foreign Ministry and La Plata University. “Argentina 
_ equals Switzerland as to Internet capacity,” I cel- 
ebrated in advance. “‘An internaut will miss nothing 
down there.” The only minus point listed, compared 
tothe USA, was the absence of OSI/ISO connectiv- 
ity, of no consequence whatsoever for TCP/IP or the 
Internet as a whole. 

When I arrived in Rosario on the Parana River, 
Ifound just a conventional phone jack in my house. 
Iverified the jack right away: an old pulse line, with 
international access only feasible through an operator 
after waiting half an hour or more. The next day, I 
went to the nearest office of France Telecom S.A.., the 
telco monopoly. A dour girl with a hare-lip and the 
body of a Greek goddess assured me: “You're fortu- 
nate, where you live you can tone dial internationally 
just by paying us $50". I signed a form and paid. 

Then I asked cheerfully, “Can you give me the ad- 
dresses of some Internet access providers in the 
city?” The girl turned red and uttered back angrily, 
“Please, sir, don’t make me such proposals! I’m a 
decent woman, I don’t provide such things!” I didn’t 
dare to inquire what the Greek goddess with the hare- 
lip had understood I wanted from her. I returned 
home baffled and worried. Nobody I met had the 
least idea about Internet. 

Weeks passed. I noticed one day that I could tone 


dial internationally on that phone. I fired up my mo- 





_ dem, called halcyon.com in Seattle and opened a 

_ common dial-up account and a SLIP account in less 
than 5 minutes. Then I connected to pipeline.com in 
New York and downloaded a file, 1,544,070 bytes, 
with ZModem. The download took 24 minutes, at a 

_ speed of about 11.000 bps—not bad for a place so far 
and away. Before jogging, I called the international 
operator and asked, “How much cost per minute to 

| USA?” He answered: “3.52” “3.52 what, explain, 
please!” He stressed back: ‘3.52 US dollars, Sir, do 
you understand Spanish? Dollars, Sir’? The stupid 30 
minute test had cost $105.60. My usual two daily 


hours on the Net would gulp more than thirteen thou- 






sand dollars a month. The only way to reach Internet 






from Argentina: dialing international calls at the out- 






rageous rate of $3.52 a minute. No way. 






After months of total incommunication and frus- 






tration, I met Kurt, who described himself as “a 






German visiting professor in Argentina from the Uni- 






versity of Leipzig.” His specialty was some obscure 






branch of optical links beyond my understanding. 






Even if he weren’t a German scholar in such an un- 






natural and odd place like Rosario, Kurt would cut 







an imposing figure: black suit with a neatly knotted 






tie over a snow white shirt. Hovering over the suit 







were piercing black eyes framed by shoulder length 






black hair and a beard worthy of an Ayatollah. 






When I told him about my isolation because of 






the phone rates, he responded: 






“Internet, Donnerwetter, my colleagues and 






pupils pass hours and hours on the Internet, they 






don’t pay a cent. Please, Herr Kollege, come next 
Friday evening to our workshop about TCP/IP. I’1l 


show you everything. First, I had to help a little bit, 









but they don’t need me now anymore. These kids are 






really smart.” _» 






What an outspoken jerk I’d been. Of course there 






was Internet at the University, like everywhere in the 






world, with one or several 64K high speed links and 






racks of modems. Surely they’ll loan me a point to 






point line, if I know how to ask for it. Why not? How 






foolish to have lost so many months with snail mail 






and faxes! 





Next evening, I went to the Technological Univer- 






sity clothed like an IBM executive of the old times 





with my darkest tie and my whitest shirt. The facili- : 





ties reminded me of some cluster-bombed buildings 
in Abadan, South Iran, during the Gulf War. All win- 


dow panes broken, all walls cracked. One could see 







and smell the decay and dirtiness of decades. I asked 






a fellow, some kind of guard or janitor, about Prof. 






Kurt and he answered with mocking disdain: “Ah, 






the German that looks like Rasputin, yeah, he’s down 






there in the cellar with his lunatics. Is there some 






special show that you come so costumed?” 


buildings 
I tried to find the cellar, but got lost. All of a sud- in Aba a 
South 
lran, dur- 
ing the 














den, behind me, I heard to my relief the metallic 


voice of Kurt in impeccable Hochdeutsch: “Oh, Herr 







Kollege, you’re here, quite early, people arrive in 





Argentina mostly an hour late. Come, please, we are 








about to begin the session.” We went down a dimly 
lit flight of stairs. A massive, rusty iron gate, a piece 
of ancient design, offered access to the cellar, a 
totally underground construction, most unusual in 
Argentina. Perhaps it was the remnant of some older 
building swallowed by the foundations. Six personal 
computers rested on a long table against one wall: 
cheap clones, mini-tower cases, 14" Samsung color 
VGA screens, rank and file in Argentina. They were 
all running Windows 3.1. I couldn’t see any cables 
and couldn’t say if they were networked or not. 

The atmosphere of the huge vaulted cellar re- 
flected order, almost obsessive order, and cleanliness 
of the humblest sort. Greenish lights shone from side 
wall niches, indirect lighting perfect for working at 
the computers, but weird for anything else. How the 
place looked, nobody would Say We were in Argen- 
tina. The setting was typical East European. 

Four young men and two girls, all in their twen- 
ties, sat before the screens. They acted polite, neat 
and grave, as though they were performing a delicate 
ceremonial task. All greeted me respectfully, too 
much so for the local customs. They all stood up and 
gave me their hands. One told me: “I’m Nathan, we 
just assist Prof. Kurt. We worked as a team to learn 
‘about the Internet and its protagol.” * Nathan explained — 
further: “We now run Windows in a peer to peer net. 
We usually call sirius.com in the USA on our V34 at 
28800. We try at least, sometimes it fails and fails.” 

Nathan dialed a common touch phone, and when 
he heard something on the other side, he threw a 
sharp screech through the phone mouthpiece with a 
walkman headphone connected to an IBM notebook. 
Then I perceived again the characteristic playing of 
phone numbers in tones. “This is CCITT five,” 
Nathan said. A short modem negotiation of screeches 
came, sirius appeared and popped a SLIP node num- 
ber, Nathan registered it and jumped to his desktop 
computer. He fed the address into Trumpet Winsock 
and ran Eudora to fetch mail. It surprised me how 
much mail they received and how much they sent 
back. 

I asked Kurt if we could run Mosaic or NetScape. 

It took no more than a minute to load Mosaic and its 
“What’s New” page: the speed impressed me. 
“What's New” suggested a new Web page devoted 
entirely to cats. There we went: a center for cat own- 
ers and fans, where you can peruse all aspects of 
feline existence and ask counsel about your cat, even 
if it is on drugs like Prozac. We were roaming the Net 
until late, about 5 am. An exhilarating experience 
after so many months of exclusion! | could even log 
into CompuServe with WinCom through the Internet 
SLIP connection, using a small shareware program 


called comt that emulates a Hayes modem on rH 
Mosaic and NetScape brought images lightning quie 







for such a forgotten corner of the world, astounding 
quick. We used the Swedish freeware Ewan for | 
telnet, which was excellent. For email, Pegasus and 
Eudora were constantly checking their POPs in the _ 
background. For News they had the classic ‘Trumpet 
News and Win News. All programs ran on all six P 


without a glitch. Time flew. i 
My back ached, my eyes were swollen and my . 
hands missed the keys. It was late, very late. All of 
sudden, I realized how different those people be- i 
haved from the hackers and internauts I knew. Thei 
commentaries were objective, sparse and unobtru- 
sive: about download speeds, better logging script 
for Winsock, or the advantages of PPP over SLIP. 
They never bragged about what they pocomplishel 
Kurt sat all those hours somewhere in the dark and | 
didn’t speak a word. He was working, perhaps weit 
ing, at his tiny Toshiba protégé. Silence could be 


absolute in the cellar for 20 or more minutes, the 








mushy keyboards didn’t even click. Sound came 
only through the walkman, creating an eerie, ghastl 
atmosphere. 


shabby and dusty in those sue cndiecs, but the cof: 
fee tasted great and the Pastry was still warm from 
the ovens. ; 
I felt exhausted, buoyant and worried. I told Kut 
“Great, this technological university seems ahead of 


all others in Argentina. How do they manage the 



















phone bills? Do they enjoy an optical link with a flat 
tate? Where’s the backbone?” Kurt answered in his 
too-correct, cacophonous Spanish: “The university 
pays nothing. The cellar itself lies outside the pre- 
mises of the university, it is a leftover of a mansion ; 


4 
demolished 30 years ago. We use it and nobody 


rowed materials, the university provides nothing and. 


objects. We wired and air-conditioned it using bor- 


Opposes nothing. How do we call long distance? I i 
thought you knew. We simply phreak, Viktor, phreak 
and phreak! We have gathered some 135 direct coun- 
try services, 800 numbers for collect calls, we seize © 
One or several trunks and stay online all the time we. j 
wish.” 

“Is it legal?” he continued. “I don’t know. Is it 
fair? Yes, it is. We harm nobody. The phone com- 
pany, a private French monopoly, voracious like a 
school of piranhas, charges $3.52 per minute to the 
USA. University teachers, students, young people 
don’t have a choice: if they want to access the 
Internet, they must phreak. We don’t need any special - 
hardware like the old blue boxes or the modern de- 


i i alll Al 



































mon dialers from Holland. BlueBeep covers all our 
wishes. BlueBeep is a freeware from Hamburg that 
generates the trunk tones through the cheapest 
SoundBlaster clone. If you have the smallest doubt, 
you phone its author, Uncle Dittmayer, for help and 
he never asks a cent for support. We opened, of 
Course, some SLIP and PPP accounts with American 
service providers on the West coast. We navigate the 
Net at a modest but acceptable speed under Win- 
dows. Internet is here a matter of survival, not like in 
the USA or Europe...the university is totally bank- 
tupt in Argentina, textbooks in the library are 20 
years old, if you can find them. All subscriptions to 
scientific journals were canceled a decade ago.” 

I was shocked. Where I worked more than ten 


years in Europe, they punished phreaking as a federal 








dreamed nonstop about Tolkien’s stuff: elves, dwarfs 
and orcs with phones but without a happy end. I 
never returned to that cellar. 

I needn’t resort to phreaking. Providence, per- 
sonified by some old pupils of mine and friends in 
Switzerland, rescued me from the isolation of the 
Pampas. After delicate negotiations with German and 


Swiss banks, they hired for me a callback service 


with no time limits and at a flat rate, they say. They 
pay. The best present I ever had. I ignore how much 
it costs, but it works transparently and never lets me 
down. Kurt didn’t comment much on my absolute 
legal solution. He considered it morally inferior com- 
pared to phreaking and too dependent for his values. 
He told me: “You have to thank somebody for getting 
your rights, you degrade them to privileges and your 
solution remains purely per- 
sonal. You harm nobody 
indeed, but you help only 
yourself.” 

At the end of November 
1994, I met Prof. Kurt once 
more in a dilapidated pub 


near the harbor. He wanted 





offense, a crime. On the contrary, Kurt described 

" Phreaking in Argentina as the only path to Informa- 
tion Justice against the monopolies. The revelation 
‘took me absolutely unprepared. The only backbones 
Thad found where those in my own back and they 
began to ache terribly. I felt depressed and giddy. 
showed the most sincere mixture of understanding 


and confusion. I slept that Saturday ten hours and 











me to help him in debug- 


ging some C++ routines; the | 
problem was tough and we 
worked five hours on it with 
our notebooks. Then we ate 
dinner together. He com- 
mented that evening, “I un- 
derstand your absolute 
reluctance to phreak. Any- 
way, what the students do 
with the phones in the cellar 
is very simple, any kid 
could do the same and 
phone all over the world 
without paying a cent. But 
the real possibilities, the 
great changes, are in the 
future. We could install here 
a cloaked Internet node with 
all the facilities of a large 
service provider, say like 
The Little Garden in the 
States or Rhein-Main in Germany. We could make a 
clean connection with the main optic link, which 
passes some twenty meters from the institute cellar. 
Then the students will enjoy unlimited bandwidth, 
the bandwidth equivalent to 35 simultaneous ISDN 
connections. And the telcos would never know or 
suspect anything. Even if they knew, they would 


never spot our cable, not in a thousand years.” 


2 Please see also FWR 337 | 
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Prof. Viktor Arevalo made his 
Ph.D. at the Free University of 
Berlin. His specialty is Law and 
Computers. He is now in Ar- 


gentina for a while. 
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It seemed to me that Kurt knew what he was 
talking about up to the smallest technical detail, but 
ignored completely the legal implications and the 
political realities in Argentina. I liked Kurt and was 
distressed about the needless dangers he ran. I told 
him: “The legal consequences of your technical jump 
could be far reaching, too.” And what I didn’t say, but 
pictured in my thoughts, was Prof. Kurt without his 
notebook vegetating in some dungeon. But the mad 
all are in God’s keeping. Anyway, I admired Kurt: he 
wasn’t flashy, but did things in a solid though not 
dominating way. Even his dreams based on facts, he 
had a fanatical dedication: he wanted to end the 
Internet isolation of Argentina and the official hypoc- 
risy hiding it. He stated to me his principles and 
I could not contend their morality: 


1) We don’t harm anyone, 2) The telcos bar the 


sible!” I responded, “Oh, yes, perhaps we meet again 
somewhere else, but I’l] have to remain here half a 4 
year at least to streamline the farm. Do you return to 
your chair at the uni in Leipzig?” 

Kurt answered, “Yes, something of the sort, a lot 
of matters pending.” I asked, “(How long have you 
taught at that uni in Germany?” “When the Demo- 
cratic Republic ceased to exist, they had to send me 
somewhere,” he told me. “They sent me to Leipzig. \ 
They ordered me to leave Berlin, too, but for legal 
reasons. I’m under some sort of prosecution, you 
know, such things take years and years to clear.” 
I asked, “What the hell, they prosecute you there 
because of phreaking?” 

“Oh no, Viktor,” he said, “I wish it were so 
simple. I worked all my life, even before graduating 





and habilitating as a full professor, at the STASI ( the 








“public from any Internet access, but officially declare 


Argentina as enjoying all Internet services. 3) People 
need the Internet here much more than in countries 
where the universities really work. Argentine univer- 
sities are hollow shells without any resource or mis- 
sion whatsoever. 4) The telcos monopolize so much 
bandwidth that our calls take away nothing, just a 
little bit of their surplus, the discarded dark fiber. 

But principles and reality need a revolution to 
coincide. Agraule, a graduate from the cellar team, 

a sad-looking and beautiful girl, told him once in my 
presence: “Yes, Prof. Kurt, perhaps you’re right, but 
it’s much better to keep a low profile. Laws and 
judges don’t have much to do with justice in Argen- 
tina. We have to prepare ourselves for the future. 

To break into any cable would first make us grow in 
numbers, and then destroy us all. It’s too dangerous. 
You know too much for us, your wisdom will burn us 
out if we drink it all in one year. We need limits and 
goals, knowledge can be like rhino ammo and blow 
us away.” 

Sunday mid-afternoon in January, torrid, unbear- 
able hot, a deserted city. I almost hate the cicadas 
now. They are funny bugs first, then they batter the 
eardrums so much you cannot think. The people, the 
few people that remain in Rosario, sleep long siestas. 
I have to avoid siestas at any rate, they provoke head- 
aches and nausea in me. I was typing at my notebook 
and finishing the first draft of this article when the 
doorbell rang. A yawning old maid shuffied into my 
home office saying, “A foreigner, Sefior, wants to see 
you.” 

Kurt came in: “Viktor, dear chap, I’m going back 
home and want to say good-bye. I hope I'll return 
next winter. But perhaps you don’t stay much longer 
in Argentina. You suffer too much isolation, it’s not 


the right place for you. Go away as soon as pos- 


East German Secret Service). They paid me as a 





university professor but my chair was without pupils / 
and without university.” I said jokingly: ““Were you 

a communist James Bond, Kurt?” Kurt answered: 

“No, I hate spying and am not gifted for it. I was the 
manager of a whole technical area for computers and ; \ 
international telecommunications. We had to blow all 


STASI hardware and data before the takeover. I 


H 





obeyed our orders to the letter. Now they try to find 





fault with such actions. That’s of no consequence 
for my life, my career’s closed, and I’ll stay as a 
professor in Leipzig for life. A boring task indeed! 
Now, listen: I, we, could try to crack Intellink. It’s 
easy. It’s a quest.” 

When Kurt left, I felt I had found the last piece of 
a puzzle. I knew that the local phone companies were 
no match for Herr Professor Kurt. Alas! It is a great 
and terrible world. BIUF or not BIUF, what does it 


matter, Mr. Krol? 
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by Jon Lebkowsky <jonl@fringeware.com> 


The oddest event at this year’s South by Southwest 
Music and Media conference in Austin was a panel 
called “‘Koresh and the Waco Disaster: What Really 
Happened at Mt. Carmel?” The panel included Waco 
survivors Clive Doyal, Sheila Martin, and Catherine 
Matteson, along with Dick Reavis, the Dallas author 
who’s writing what may be the definitive book on 
the Branch Davidians and the BATF raid. Media- 
Saturated and rock-n-roll exhausted, Monte and | 
made a point of attending this session, if only be- 
Cause it was so contextually weird. 1 mean, SXSW is 
about entertainment; folks are there to rock out and 
do bizness, not to have their shit disturbed by law- 
yers, journalistas, and religious fanatics. 

Fanatics, yes. The Branch Davidians have the kind 
of commitment that’s easily classified as fanaticism. 
They’ve also been stereotyped as armed-to-the-teeth 
‘cultists and demonizedlas the brainscrubbed followers 
‘of'amaniac with a messiah complex who would rather 
burn to death than surrender to the forces of reason 
and social stability represented by the USS. 
gooberment, the FBI and the BATF. And let’s not for- 
get the local citizenry, the residents of a town which 
before this was known to Texans as a drab Baptist 
community where the streets roll up at night and 
everybody’s punctual for the Sunday morning 
hymnfest. 

My late father, who lived in another God-fearing 
Texas town, would rise early on Sunday mornings to 
drive downtown and buy his stack of newsrags. 

“Let’s go before the cultists hit the streets,” he’d say 
to me, and it was true: the fundamentalist Baptist, 
Church of Christ, and other Christian sects com- 
monly found in mainstream Texas have more in 
common with “cults” than they might like to ac- 
knowledge, though they seem so fucking normal to 
the people who live smack-dab in the middle of that 
world. It’s difficult for most of us in Western culture 
to accept that Christianity is a blood cult, but it’s 
even harder to grok its more peculiar, unorthodox 
offshoots. One such is the now-infamous Branch 
Davidians, an Adventist sect that welcomes prophets 
as messengers of God who deserve transhuman 
amenities. Though they themselves practiced mo- 
nogamy, for instance, the Branch Davidians sup- 
ported David Koresh’s multiple procreative liaisons 


with Davidian women, some of whom were fairly 


rdinary 






adness-: 
Wake Up an Smell the Napalm 





young. As Waco survivor Clive Doyal notes, the 
young women were “mature” and had their parents’ 
consent. 

Prophets may comprise a great portion of the | 
Bible’s writers, leaders, and subjects, but they’re a 
sticky proposition in real life. Texas fundamentalists 
who accept the validity of prophecy in principle often 
found it more arduous to accept a rockin’ and rollin’ 


arms dealer who claimed to be a prophet, especially 
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when he lived just down the road and seemed, well, 
human in stature. The dark-skinned wild-eyed radical 
that is the all-too-human historical Jesus probably 
wouldn’t go over so well with today’s fundies: the 


Son of God and his prophets should be clean, thrifty, 


brave, reverent, and not especially weird. Weird guys 
claiming special favor with God may just be the kind 
of blasphemers that make good charcoal. 

Lenny Bruce had a bit about the return of Christ 
and Moses...the priest and the rabbi were damned 
worried to see the boys coming back, it could be the 


end of a pretty good run. Or dig this from Sir James 























George Frazer’s classic anthropological study The 
Golden Bough: 

In the thirteenth century there arose a sect called the Brethren and 
Sisters of the Free Spirit, who held that by long and assiduous contem- 
plation, any man might be united to the deity in an ineffable manner and 
become one with the source and parent of all things, and that he who 
had thus ascended to God and been absorbed in his beatific essence, ac- 
tually formed part of the Godhead, was the Son of God in the same 
sense and manner with Christ himself, and enjoyed thereby a glorious 
immunity from the trammels of all laws human and divine. 

Inwardly transported by this blissful persuasion, though outwardly 
presenting in their aspect and manners a shocking air of lunacy and dis- 
traction, the sectaries roamed from place to place, attired in the most 
fantastic apparel and begging their bread with wild shouts and clamour, 
spurning indignantly every kind of honest labour and industry as an ob- 
stacle to divine contemplation and to the ascent of the soul towards the 
Father of. spirits, 1n-all their excursions they-were followed by women 
with whom they lived on terms of the closest familiarity, Sometimes 


their progress towards mystic communion was accelerated by the Inqui- 


sition, and they expired in the flames, not merely with unclouded seren- 
ity but with the most triumphant feelings of cheerfulness. and joy. 


Sound familiar? Nonstandard Christians have beén’ 
expiring in flames for centuries. 

The Branch Davidian sect in Waco, which had 
lived there quietly since 1935 doing nothing.in par- : 


ticular to attract attention, met an apocalyptic end.at... 


the hands of goverhmental forces who-—if We are to 


regard them charitably—practiced Camus’ definition | 


of evil.as ignorance, implicitly lacking malicious in-. 
tent. Or we might say that.the event was a mistake 
that grew exponentially from théinitial raid‘on the 


-, compound. BATF knew that.the Davidians possessed — 


turn fire? Some of the BATE guys.died, possibt 
pen friendly fire, and a standoff began-t 
sttwo months before the fiery climax: 

According to Doyal, the Davidians had packed 
their belongings, assuming they would leave the Saas 
i abandoning the compound 4 few at a time, but their 
reluctance to leave grew as they saw how they would 
be treated. When grandmotherly Catherine Matteson 
left, for instance, she was cuffed and hauled to soli- 
tary confinement. Doyal maintains that the govern- 
ment negotiators requested the Davidians to leave a 
few at a time for security purposes. So when all hell 
broke loose, the Davidians who remained inside the 
compound were dumbfounded. Ironically, they called 
911 seeking help. 

Since the SXSW panel I’ ve been asking folks in 
the Austin and Waco areas about the Branch David- 
lans and the raids. I get two kinds of responses, de- 


pending where the respondent goes for information. 











¥ guns; was the agency surprised that its raid provoked « 


compound when, the final raid began. They had begun ve 


The folks whose media ecology is filled with main- 
stream news sources say that the Branch Davidians 
were a dangerous cult and the BATFE and FBI were 
justified in their raid. It was a great media event, 
similar to the Gulf War; a marshmallow roast where 
the media doesn’t remind its audience that those 
marshmallows are flesh and blood, including women 
and children. 

Those who get their news from the Internet or 
from Libertarian sources have a different take. From 
their point of view, the government engaged in a 
conspiracy to harass the Branch Davidians and even- 


tually wipe them out. This conspiracy was followed 


by a continuing cover-up. In human terms, the cost of 


the Waco incident includes not only the lives of those 
who died at the compound but the absolute value of 
the lives of the few. remaining Davidians who waste 
away in prison. 

“The evidence seems to support the latter conten- 
tiotmore than the former, but I’m not sure there was 
a conspifaey in the sense we'd normally think. The 
U.S. Government may not be eapable of organizing 
for conspiracy, and pulling it off, though it’s not clear 
that they’ve pulled off the Waco affair successfully; 
that remains to be seen. What I think really happened 


was that the BATF guys heard some bad reports 
about big weapons, and they’d.seen too many mov- 


ies, or too many episodes.of COPS. They just went a 


little bit fucking bananas, and now‘they’re covering 


their tracks. ..and.probably sleeping at night, too, 

because the still believe they’ ve rid the world of a 
lear and.present:danger. 
What they*ve really done is destroyed a commu- 









men, women, and children. who were perhaps 


deluded in th r perception of the world, the universe, 
we and e nature of things, but tio more deluded than 


8. The Davidians 


_ were armed, but they. believed ie were legally 


armed. They clearly. weren’t the Symbionese Libeta- 


tion Army oran Arab terrorist front. . .they were Just a 





a bit weird, in a cultural context that clashed with the 
mainstream. They died partly because they were mis- 
understood, but mostly because the media redefined 
them so that the simpler truth of their existence was 
lost. 

The message in this, I think, is that you should 
turn off your television set, toss out your philosophi- 
cal and religious tracts, quit believing what you read 
in the newsrags...step outside, take a deep breath, 
meet yer neighbors, and try fucking hard to live your 
life without destroying the fragile web of community 
and survival that are probably the only meaning 


Re 


you'll ever really have. 


bunch of folks living out their lives in a style that was 





































Wy 


Pu ‘ian 4 
a ig 


“4 i 


Shoo 





‘ 
We) 


aultimoate retire 








by Erika Whiteway <outrider@well.com> with Martha Whiteway 


The older I get the more I think about gettin’ old. 
_lasked my mother, who is seventy-three, to write 
_ about what it’s like BEING old (even though it’s hard 
- for me to think of her as OLD—if she’s old then I am 
certainly not young). 

My mother lives in a nice retirement community. 

_ When her house burned down in the Oakland Fire of 
~ 1991, she and I went out looking at houses, condos 

" and retirement villas and communities of all kinds. 

_ Some of these places catered to older people in vari- 
ous stages of infirmity or illness, and others were 

like resort towns. There was one close to my house 

_ where, for $1500 a month, a person could rent a one 

_ bedroom apartment with a small kitchen, maid ser- 

" vice once a week for cleaning and changing the beds, 
anda beautiful dining area where all meals were 
served; coffee and snacks were available there *round 
the clock. This was a place I would’ve liked to live— 
_ what better arrangement could there be, I thought, for 
; people of any age? Why don’t they have something 
like this for folks in their thirties or forties (the hard- 
working years)? Or why not mixed-age facilities 
where we aren’t so cut off from each other? 

Surprisingly, urban planners are beginning to 
produce paper visions of this type of Tomorrowland. 
The future may bring small planned communities 
_ where childcare is provided by grandparents or stay- 
at-home parents, and the extended family is again 
stretched out and redefined. One such low-cost hous- 
ing facility was just created in San Francisco. As the 
Boomer generation—the most significant and defini- 
tive demographic group to hit the planet—approaches 
retirement, you can bet that the nature of retirement 
communities will change to accommodate the quirky 
needs and desires of those who attempted to redefine 
society in their youth. 

The retirement community my mom eventually 
selected is called Rossmoor (which was part of the 
great Leisure World chain), located in Walnut Creek, 
California. Rossmoor is set in a small valley sur- 
rounded by gentle rolling hills where deer crop grass 
alongside the horses who reside at the Rossmoor 
Stables. The stable is overseen by a group of resi- 
dents who each take a day of the week to feed the 
horses and clean the stalls. Art studios, wood shops, 


swimming pools, and parks provide amusement in 


Rossmoor, while health care and security workers see 
to residents’ biosurvival needs. 

“We old folks own 77% of the wealth in this 
country,” says my mom. I can’t help but think of the 
other 23% of the wealth or what that statement really 
means, nor can I forget an older woman whom | 
found hiding in the piss-hole rehearsal studio I had in 
the San Francisco Tenderloin: she was huddled in the 
boarded-up stairwell, clutching a handbag and trying 
to look invisible. I asked her if she knew where she 
was, and she said she was looking for a place to 
sleep. I offered to take to her around the corner to 
St.Anthon y’s Dining Room and in that moment saw 
my mother’s face in hers. While it is true that the 
“retirement generation” of today is probably doing 


much better than my generation will when we reach 


that stage, many of its members are homeless, ill, be O ’ 

e 
poor or living on low fixed incomes. As I struggle to uppity 
maintain my own minimal standard of living, I have and 
a difficult time providing for my eventual old age. painte 
I don’t want to end up in a Tenderloin stairwell and up like a 
frankly I wish I would accept that gravity will be pinata. 


sucking my flesh down to earth and that someday my 
boobs will meet my belly. I plan to be old, uppity and 
painted up like a pinata. Maybe that will make me 
feel better about my inevitably minimal percentage of 
“ownership” of this elusive of wealth my mom refers 
to. And anyway, it’s better to look silly when you’re 
broke. 

“Some people will tell you age is a state of 
mind,” says my mom, Martha, “but that’s a simplistic 
answer, usually given by people under forty who 


haven’t the vaguest idea what they’re talking about. 





We’re depicted by the media as nitwits who belong 
on the funny farm, or as too old and feeble to be no- 
ticed at all. The truth is that the great majority of us 


are interested in the same things we were always in- 


\\ 


terested in, only we do it a bit slower—we even have 
sex. Overall, it’s a time of reflection, experimentation 


and freedom.” That sounds a lot like what I feel like 


IN 


now, at forty-one, how I felt in my twenties and how 
I felt in high school. I pose the question to Tiffany, 
who is twenty-five and sitting over at the table beside 
me diligently plunking away on her PowerBook. 

“Ts this a time in your life for reflection, experi- 
mentation and freedom?” “Sure...yeah.” she answers. 


So what is getting older all about? 
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Martha Whiteway is a good- 














lookin’, spunky woman who 
doesn’t look anywhere near 
73 years old; she is the retired 
manager of Arts & Crafts Co- 
Op, Berkeley's oldest art gal- 
lery, where she worked for 26 
years; prior to that she owned 
a high-fashion designer bou- 
tique in Los Gatos and San 
Francisco, California. She has | 


two grown children, numer- 























ous friends of all ages, plays 
bridge about a hundred times 
_ a week, volunteers at the li- 
brary, loves to dance, and | am 
lucky to have her for a mom. 


“| never thought about getting older until your 
father—my husband of thirty-seven years—died 
[suddenly, of a heart attack fifteen years ago] and the 
realization that we are all mortal hit me without 
warning...my entire life was turned around.” 

I will never forget that day and the phone call that 


almost didn’t reach me as I was busy being twenty- 










five, ramblin’ around, working on a horse ranch 
whose name no one in my family could remember the 
name of. I had the same crash with mortality that my 
mother had and, not wanting to repeat the experience 
of losing a parent unprepared, with so many things 
unsaid, my life turned around too: I left the horse - 







ranches behind and decided to live closer to my 
mother. As I watch her drift into old age, so L also 
watch myself aging, but without my mother’s grace. 
Maybe the fear of aging » ' sz 

is a holdover from the 60s 
Generation (“never trust | 


anyone over 30’) who made — 
youth-culture marketing an - 
industry in itself. All I know 
is that the last time l’looked 
at my mom’s high school 
yearbooks from the 1930s, 
the kids seemed to be striv= 
ing to look like adults, 
whereas nowadays adults are 
striving to look like teenag= 
ers in high school yearbooks. 
Yet there is something about 
growing older that I wel- 
come. 
“T now have the wisdom 
and the patience to let life 
unfold and be happy in the 
moment,” says my mom, her words like water from 
eternal sources running over riverstones worn hard 
and smooth from many seasons, “My expectations 
are more realistic. Little joys have become big joys. 
I place more value on friends and family. Perhaps it 
takes an entire lifetime to know the simple truth: that 
giving and receiving love is what life’s all about.” 
Lately the media has been focusing on the issue 
of children taking care of their aging parents. Parents 
end up becoming their children’s children and aging 
is, in many ways, returning to a time of unconditional 
trust and dependency. My mother and every one of 
her friends abhor the idea of living with their kids as 
much as they abhor the idea of living in nursing 
homes. But it’s a loss of ability, self-sufficiency, and 
health—both mental and physical—that they fear 
more than dying itself. 






“The people I enjoy being with h 
are all in their seventies and eighties. Enthusia 






the one quality they all have in common, whether i 






be for adding a new room to their house or plantin 


a vegetable garden. This enthusiasm spills over int 





their whole lives: their attitudes, the way they loo 







at the world and their place in it. They do what 
can about providing for their future physical and 
economic needs and then forget it. They’re too busy 
living to be overly concerned about dying,” my mom 


says. 





“{ want to be my own person and stand up to all 






































the experts who are telling me what to do—the doc- 
tors and health counselors who harp about my diet, 
about exercise, what tests I should be having. I’m in 


good shape for the shape I’m in! But the health pro-— 


fessionals give the impression that they can keep 
me alive forever. I want to stand up to the financial 
experts who want to tell me how to use my own 
money—the importance of a “‘living trust”, leaving 
will and avoiding probate—so much wasted energy, 
so little emphasis on the here and now.” 

There are many things my mother says that aren 
so much matters of aging as they are matters of the 
human spirit, trying to live a life that’s worth living 
at all. 

“{’m finding my own voice. The words I hear 
over and over are ‘the present is all you have: use it 
and enjoy it’. Older people are not a group to be 
segregated or set aside, we are simply people who 
are getting on with the journey until the end. We re 
on this journey together, young and old, and we hav 


* 


much to offer one another on the way.” 
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* Susan Prather is an ac- 


tivist and volunteer ad- 
FR vocate for the 
= homeless in Contra 
, Costa County. Taking 
, on an. ill-fitting main- 
stream attitude, | 
asked her why anyone 
should care about the 
H homeless, why our 
H tax-dollars should go 
to “them”. 

“Basically — because 
any one of us could be 
b there, given the state 
of the economy. We're 
E losing a lot of talent 
and a lot of heart out 
on the streets. Some- 
| times it only takes a 
|, little bit of help to get 
_ people back on track 
and then they can con- 
, tribute a great deal.” 

For over a decade, 
Susan has operated the 
Advocacy Project (PO 
Box 681, El Cerrito, 
, CA 94530) which pro- 
| vides a toll-free num- 
ber to assist homeless 
people. She has helped 
thousands of people 
find housing and jobs, 
has spent countless 
hours on the streets 
handing out food, 
clothing and _hotel- 
room vouchers, and 
has received numerous 
commendations for 
her tireless efforts. 
While many people 
complain about the 
“homeless problem”, 
Susan is one of the few 
who offer some solu- 
tions. 

“Many homeless 

eople need help 
finding jobs and hous- 
ing. Those who are ad- 
dicted to drugs and/or 
alcohol require treat- 
ment programs to 
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by David Ammann 


My name is David. I am a homeless person and as 
I’m writing this in the middle of a rain storm, I’m 
finding it hard to concentrate long enough to know 
where to begin. 

The County where I live—Contra Costa, Califor- 
nia—is the second wealthiest county in the state. 
Their $600 million dollar annual budget puts it on a 
scale with some state budgets and leaves almost all 
other counties in the financial dust. There are more 
than 20,000 homeless people in Contra Costa 
living under bridges, in alleyways, parks, 
cars and, for many who don’t have enough 
physical or mental stamina left, they just 
“live where they stand”. 

I was asked to describe how homeless 
people live, finding safe places to sleep and 
food that is not tainted. They don’t live. They 
simply eke through from one day to the next. 
As far as finding safe places to sleep when 
you’re homeless, that’s easy to describe: they 
simply do not exist. Hundreds line up in hos- 
pital emergency rooms, which costs more in 
the long run than decent housing. Homeless 
people live at the bottom rung of an endless 
ladder. They are worn to a frazzle, bereft of 
energy and hope, undernourished both physi- 
cally and spiritually, in need of medical at- 
tention and medication, and looking for 
someone to talk with or someone who cares. 
Or maybe someone they can care for. 

If you’re living outside the shelter system, the 
meal known as dinner is simply not found. There are 
a few lunch lines in operation in the county; however, 
due to lack of money and transportation, many home- 
less people just can’t get to them. That’s not to say 
that several hundred meals aren’t served everyday. 
It’s just that there are several thousand homeless 
people who need to eat every day. 

Some of the homeless people eat using food 
stamps. If you are not on general assistance a single 
person can receive $120.00 per month in food 
stamps, that breaks down to $4.00 per day. Four dol- 
lars per day doesn’t even cover the cost of a burger, 
fries and coffee at the average fast-food restaurant. 
I’ve yet to meet anyone in the past 10 years that can 
eat on four dollars per day. Starvation is the main part 


of the homeless diet. Some people look for food in 


the Streets / 


dumpsters, but that is not safe or healthy. But hunger 


a 


and desperation leads you to do desperate things. 


Reading this may make you think that being 


























homeless in Contra Costa is bleak. Bleak, no. Beyond 
your worst nightmare, absolutely. There are few beds, 
no emergency shelters, only a few food programs— 
but the second wealthiest county in California has 
policies which guarantee that homeless people will 


stay on the street. 


he 


x security.? 
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The homeless were a county discovery in the 
mid-eighties. The Board of Supervisors asked the 
Director of Social Services to look into it and report 
back. He reported that there were no homeless people 
in Contra Costa County and turned away millions in 
federal assistance for programs. Within a few weeks 
an advocate for homeless people found 8,000 home- 
less people in Contra Costa. Some services were put 
into place. Phoenix Programs, a non-profit that serves 
mental health clients, started up 3 multi-service cen- 
ters and one 20-bed shelter between 1986 and 1987. 
Multi-service centers give people an address to 
use, telephones and message services, laundry and 
shower facilities, case management and money man- 
agement programs. For the most part, the service cen- 
ters work well, but they have several hundred clients 
using the multi-service centers and only one twenty- 


bed shelter available. The shelter operates on a rotat- 








ps day basis. A client who a rs the shelter 


However, in the ‘ihe providers of services to 


omeless people, ipcludigy! Phoenix, moved toward 


anewly formed non- profi 
emergency shelter program and: 





a plan to deal with the homeless issue. 


5 to identify homies ople and assess 








male dsc about how to dennes 
Shelters were set up in armories © 
is system everything had to be moved 
uight and.out during the day. In 1991 the 

~ county first case-managed shelter came into exist- 
ence, located in Walnut Creek, anupscale Contra 

ta city. Homeless people were bussed in to the 

t 7:00 pm and walls were built aroufid the 
alk-way entrance so the good citizens. of Walnut 

", Creek would not see the homeless. They were bussed 
© out at 7:00 am. This facility was run by Shelter, Inc. 

' “and it was a dismal failure. They hired a “shelter 

_ director” who was anything but kind (a pattern with 
i this agency). Hei is long gone now, but I’ve met 

4 many homeless people who still have his abuse 


| lasted.a year and then the County established two 
other permanent Shelters. 

At this time the County Housing Authority was 
responsible for the homeless programs. They devel- 


oped a “‘quic 


” Section 8 (subsidized housing) pro- 
a 


gram in partnership with assistance from the federal 
, Housing and Urban Development Department 

“ (AUD), Since’ the general Section’s list had been 
closed to the public for many years (it’s a five year 





wait), the only way a homeless person could receive 
low-cost housing was to go through the shelter, 

One of the shelters houses approximately 70 
people and the other houses 55. Everyone who en- 
tered the shelters was told that they were eligible for 
the Section 8 program and they were given a case 
plan to follow. They vere not told that there were 
neyer enough certificates to go aroundand that not 
everyone who followed their case plan to the letter 





would receive low-cost housing. 





___ the providers 


- on numbers. If Someone is thrown out of a shelter 


in the middle of the night for whatever reason, they 


A becomes two. This makes it seem that the shelter has 




















etched in their minds. The Walnut Creek shelter only 


The overall abuse and complaints of the homeless 
residents were well-documented by the Advocacy 
Project and Contra Costa Legal Services. Many of 
the complaints had to do with how the Section 8 
program was run and helped us identify what we call 


numbers game”. 


Agencies like Shelter, Inc. and Phoenix depend 


return later; a new intake is done and that one person 


served more people than they actually did. As far as 


bol _ Section’8 certificates are concerned, a client had to 


remain in the shelter for certain length of time to 
obtain the certificate. If they happened to throw you 
out, for whatever reason, you are taken off the list. 
The county-run shelters denied access to mental 
health clients and anyone who was réferred by a 


~ mental health agency. If they were deniéd services 


honestly and referred elsewhere for help, it would 
have been different. Instead, they were either flatly 
refused Services and shelter or, if they happened to 
sneak through, they were put on the Section 8 list, 
put through some basic procedures and/or case man- 
agement and then when it was time for them to be 


processed for the certificate, time and time again, 
they were refused. The Phoenix advocates, the only 


program in the county that serves mentally disabled 
homeless people, simply ignored the complaints. 
It was later explained that Contra Costa Housing 
Authority and Shelter, Inc., as well as County Mental 
Health, had decided that they wouldn’t put mental 
health clients in the program to begin with. 

It turned out that the Phoenix Program’s front 
office did not want their clients to receive Section 8 


4 }; 


or to live independently; clients were redressed to 
board-and-care facilities, of which there are few and 


of those not many are decent. Most board-and=care 
facilities take all of the client’s income, usually SSI va 
(Supplemental Security Income) of $670 or more, iH 
offer little or'no services, would not monitor the ne 
client’s meds and didn’t really care if they ate their 
meals or not. Eventually the homeless individual = 
would wind up homeless again, a Phoenix client rm 
again, and thé numbers game continued. 

Maybe they were put on the waiting list for men- 
tal health housing. The ideal plan in Contra Costa we 


County seems to be that if your are poor with any 
type of mental impairment or disability,-you must 
inherit plenty of money or be sentenced to “the plan” 


' (homeless, board-and-care, waiting list for housing, 


étce.)—actually.a cycle for life. 


Re 


















overcome their ad- 
diction and live inde- 
pendently or in ' 
single-room — occu- 
pancy housing 
(SRO's). SRO's, with 
On-site support ser- 
vices are, for many 
people, the first step 
out of homelessness. 
The NIMBY (Not In 
My Backyard) atti- 
tude in many cities 
prevents this type of 
housing from being | 
built; waiting lists for 
treatment programs 
are often 6 to 8 
months long, and the 
wait for federally- 
subsidized Section 8 
housing is nearly five 
years in many areas. 
“We need is a 
three part program 
to house people and 
enable them to live 
independently. First, 
emergency shelters 
that get people off 
the streets and seri- 
ously address the 
multiple problems of 
the homeless. Many 
shelters are simply 
revolving doors that 
throw people out at 
the first sign of 
trouble or ‘too many 


problems. Second, 
we need transitional 
housing (SRO's 


could serve this pur- 
pose). Third, we 
need —_ low-income, 
affordable and_per- 
manent housing, and 
jobs that pay a liv- 
able wage, enabling 
people to support 
themselves and their 
families.” 
—erika whiteway 

















PS: this issue's reviewers 
include: 
Richard Whymark [RW] 
<r.why@mail.utexas.edu> 
and: 
Dyna Girl [DG] 
<dynagirl@fringeware.com> 


PSS: Please do not send me 
anymore bad Front 242/ 
Ministry/NIN poser-ripoff 
recordings. Too many tired 
old beats and the lyrical con- 
tents of a fourteen year old 
rebel-nerd suburban youth 
jack-off (“jacking in will make 
me cool, jacking in will make 
me cool, right Beavis, right 
Beavis, huh hhuh hhhuh 
heee”) who can't get any girls 
and is just shy of Summer 
Camp, but suddenly has the 
urge to write about Sex, God 
and Drugs...perhaps, if 
unique discourse were of- 
fered instead? 


ad 
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By Demandra <demandra@fringeware.com> 


| Land of the Blind 

| One Eye | 

| Rainforest Records 
Portland! When most folks think of this 
up-and-coming town, they think of the 
Seattle connection and how SubPop came 
trolling for bands here in the early 90s. 
(Yes, I am trying to avoid the G-word.) 
They might think of recent MTV hits from 
cool-n-quirky Hazel; reaching back further 
they might come up with the decades- 
spanning oldschool favourites Poison Idea 
and painful memories of Quarterflash. 

Enter Land of the Blind, who layer 
the hook-laden melodies of good ol’ fash- 
ioned pop-rock over the complex drum- 
ming and eclectic instrumentation of world 
beat. Hypnotic rhythms, startling soprano 
harmonies, and moody keyboards create 
the band’s distinctive sound, rounded out 
with flute, didjeridoo, and sweet bass lines. 
With so many instruments and intertwining 
parts, things could easily degenerate into 
drum-circle chaos; composer/percussionist 
Gary Irvine keeps “em sounding tight and 
elegant. It’s almost shocking to see the 
band live, in the small venues usually oc- 
cupied by (yawn) sloppy guitar-based 
postpunk quartets or cover bands...the 
Blind might have 8 or 10 players on-stage, 
with enough presence and energy for a 
stadium show. 

They call their rich compositions 
“world pop”, but the term “world yowl” 
might be more appropriate; what really 
sets them apart is the gutsy, emotional 
vocals delivered by four multitalented 
women. Lead singer Cyoakha belts out 
high-diving melodies reminiscent of the 
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music to which they listen makes them feel more connected to their tribe, Peace in harmonal unification can be 
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ass-kicking divas of the late-70s/early-80s, 


a welcome addition to what’s currently 
popular in female pop music (swirly-girly 
Belly bands, insipid-breathy Lisa Loeb 
types, gravel grrls like Courtney Love, 
and PJ Harvey’s Lizard King tenor). 
Along with the swooning harmonies of 
Steffanie Salazar, Janice Deschene, and 
Nancy Cady, who also plays a mean flute 
and a variety of obscure instruments in the 
band, Cyoakha brings blissful songs like 
“Pulling the Walls Down” and “Michael” 
to multiple orgasm. This is not your 
father’s world beat. 

But the Blind’s greatest strength can 
also be their greatest weakness: the inten- 
sity of such songs grows too overwhelm- 
ing. You might need to stop after 3 or 4 
songs and put on some Bratmobile or 
something. Nevertheless, their indie re- 
lease One Eye stands out as an impressive, 
extremely well-produced debut. [DG] 

Land of the Blind 

314 SW 9th, Suite 7 

Portland, OR 97205 

+ 15033215093 

lanblind@ aol.com 

| Squonk Opera | 
howandever 

self-released 
Is it obvious yet that I like interesting fe- 
male vocalists? Well, I do. Especially 
when they transcend the Natalie Merchant 
pop stereotype and venture into bizarre 
territory. Squonk Opera definitely fits the 
bill. dishing out quirky mood music with 
serious Dionysian tendencies. 


I could say that howandever sounds 
like a Phish, Mo Tucker, and Tori Amos 
cocktail with a Miranda Sex Garden 
chaser, or like Stereolab playing analog 
instruments at a Rainbow Gathering. But 
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then you might get the wrong idea. Or that © 


it sounds like a bunch of exotic birds in a 
blender. Or Joan Baez’ evil bastard child. 
Maybe Ill have better luck describing 
their songs... 

Picture a train wreck between the 
Horsies and Bongwater and you're get- 
ting close to the inspired madness of “The 
Unusual Mrs. Spitz’, wherein lyrics such 
as “Keep your wig on stop looking at me” 
are intoned like a liturgy from some extra- 
terrestrial religion. One song may feature 
nearly-orchestral hippie music, but the 
next might sound like a long lost Charles 
Ives tune. Based on wild drumming and 
driving bass, “Inside Height” features a 
mad vortex of lilting vocals, spiraling pi- 
ano riffs, and hectic woodwinds. “...as 
yet...” bears uncanny resemblanee to the 
weird shit I used to-write on my trusty 
Casio €Z-101 when I was in junior high 
school, only it’s got neat horns and wacky 
reedy vocals. 

I guess the only way to describe these 
folks is their onomatopeetic name; they 
really sound exactly like a squonk opera. 
[DG] 

Squonk Opera 

PO Box 42283 

Pittsburgh, PA 15203 











chumbawamba 
| Anarchy 
| One Little Indian, 1994 | 

Anarchy. The title tells the whole story / 
really doesn’t it? Well, not quite. It may 
explain the band’s attitude, but nottheir 
ultra-melodious, biting, snapping, power- 
ful harmonies combined witly their never- 
ending plundering and parddying of other 
great works. Those of you expecting the 
extensive liner notes f “English Rebel 
Songs”, “slap!”, of “shhh” may be sadly 
disappointed, but these song are more self- 
explanatory, his round of the fight sees 
the lads *n* lasses from Leeds attacking 
homophobes, fascists (ably assisted by 
MC Fusion), “rock ‘n’ roll politicians”, 
johnny trabant and, of course, Bono. 
Every song is a veritable w.o.a. for those 
of us who ache for a slice of the 90s mixed 
in with a huge slab of 80s pop. [RW] 

chumbawamba 

PO Box TR666 

Leeds LS12 3XJ 

West Yorkshire, UK 
| Senser 
Stacked Up | 
Ultimate 
Senser are constantly reminding us what a 


| 
/ | 
poaik 
| 
| 
| 


piece of shit modern life is what with guns 
and drugs and governments an’ all; those 
in control hold the levers, pull the strings 
and keeps us in the numbed state we would 
reject if only we knew what was going 
on... Their South By South West show in 
Austin, Texas during March of this year 
only served to remind me how much re- 
spect I have for this band. Even if they do 
occasionally forget the words. Stacked Up 
shoves 60 minutes of social frustration 
down our proverbials with Heitham rap- 


ping out his angst over crunching, driving~ 


rhythms and Andy Clinton’s superb selec- 
tion of samples. Ms. Haigh’s beautiful 
voice (and interspersed florfic skills) are a 
perfect play-off to Heitham’s aggression; 
while enhancing the musical and vocal 
power, shefemporarily offers the calming 
etheriality of “Peace”. Stacked Up—the 
_bést thing I’ve ever bought at Camden 

Market (and that’s saying summat). [RW] 

Ultimate Recording Company 

271 Royal College Street 

London NWI 9LU, UK 


_ VEnd Result 


Ivor Darreg 
Detwelvulate! 
| self-released, 1994~ 
Ivor Darreg (1917-94) was born in Port- 
land, Oregon. Ivor was a self-taught genius 





who liked to build complex, synthetic 
instruments. He started experimenting 
with electronics at a very early age. Step 
back midi-makers of music and bow down 
to your predecessor’s feet, Ivor made the 
first electronic keyboard oboe in 1937. 
The Electronic Oboe is one of the first 
microtonal synthesizers, “it plays the regu- 
lar twelve tones, but their are eight buttons 
that move the tone in gradation from a few 
cents for a tremolo effect to a full quarter- 
tone (atonal music lovers take notice)”. 
Ivor also built the Amplified Cello, Ampli- 
fied Clavichord and the Electric keyboard 
drum. Ivor’s list of wacky musical inven- 
tions goes on and on and on. Years ago, 
Ivor thrust himself into Xenharmony—that 
which is xenharmonic is music that has not 
been composed in the familiar 12 tone 
equal-tempered scale. In other words, one 
of Ivor’s compositions may sound out of 
tune, but since every note is out of tune, it 
sounds marvelously together (almost like 
puzzle pieces that you forced into each 
other because you enjoyed the esthetic 
beauty of their matching). My favorite 
tracks are the first couple which can be 
best summed up by the disclaimer which 
Proceeds the track listings: “The music on 
this recording is not a slave to such ulti- 
mately pointless non-problems-concerns 
that have stopped the less inspired in their 
tracks.” Contact Disctronics in Plano, 
Texas or the National Society for the 
Decriminalization of Microtones. [D] 


| self-titled demo, 1994 
Chung, chung, chung...heavy...heavy... 





intelligent, Metallica-laden guitars and 
hardcore rhythms for angry kids to shake 
their heads and fists to while releasing 
frustration for a system they have no con- 
trol over. I usually don’t review stuff like 
this because I’m a bit more pop driven 
myself; however, I do like to turn on 
fringeoids (to all types of music) and how- 
ever pissed-off this music may be, these 
are nice boys who put on a highly ener- 
getic show. [D] 

I End Result 

PO Box 91109, Suite 101 

Houston, TX 77291 
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Chaos and Beyond is available 
for $14.95 including S&H, 
from 

Permanent Press 

PO Box 700305 

San Jose, CA 95170 
The Trajectories newsletter 
emanates from the same 
POB, 


N 


NI 


Ever get the feeling that you jumped on the pomo- 
info thought train just a little too late? That for every 
nugget of quantum theory you suspect you might 
understand, there are hundreds of French decon- 
structionists you should read? Ever feel like you grok 
Leary’s acid babble—but since you’ve never gotten 
hold of ketamine, you’ll never comprehend the 
Whole Trip? Or that reading any more Kroker or 
Haraway might be pissing in the wind, but then again 
maybe you oughta re-read Norbert Wiener or take a 
course on Bucky Fuller? 

Dunno about you, but I sure 
have. And I’ve talked to people 
who just got on the net this year, 
and they’re bounding with ex- 
citement over everything from 
encrypted digital cash to Sasha 
Shulgin. But when they start dis- 
cussions about smart drugs or 
cryonics, they sometimes find 
that longtime fringe-zeitgeist 
riders can’t be bothered to join 
in. The BTDT phenomenon 
leaves some people in the cold, 
trying to find old copies of 
Extropy and Reality Hackers to 
help fill in the blanks. 

Enter Chaos and Beyond: 
The Best of Trajectories. Cover- 
ing an eclectic body of subjects 
from exo-evolution to brain boxes, 
the war on drugs to gender and 
terrorism, these articles were first published in 
Wilson’s Trajectories newsletter between 1988 and 
1991. While remaining relevant and timely on the 
whole, the offerings include subjects that don’t 
receive much attention in the hyped-up news media 
or the kOO lest hotlists: E-prime, the global energy 
grid, Vitamin C, or the war on the medfly. Other 
material foreshadows the media buzz clips of 1995, 
with titles such as “Entering Cyberspace,” “High 
Weirdness: A UFO Update,” and “Alvin and Heidi 
Toffler in Praise of our Kinder, Gentler War Ma- 
chine.” Editor D. Scott Apel (familiar to science 
fiction TV aficionados) also elected to reprint many 
of the fascinating factoids in Trajectories’ 


“Tomorrow's News” column, culled from a variety of 





by Tiffany Lee Brown <magdalen@fringeware.com> 





Chaos x Beyond 





sources including the LA Times, the Realist, and 
Fortean Times. 

In case you’re unconvinced that Chaos and Be- 
yond rilly ought to be your next paperback purchase, 
I'd best bring out the heavy ammo: the contributors 
and interview subjects appearing in its 272 pages. 
You’ve got yer original Timothy Leary rants. You’ve 
got yer George Carlin writin’ about his run-in with 
the FCC. You even have Dr. Linus Pauling—that’s 


right, the two-time Nobel prize winner, and here he is 


telling us how to improve our health. Round it out 


| aCe os 
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with renowned futurist Barbara Marx Hubbard and | 
Arlen Wilson’s poetry and book reviews, and you’ve 
got a substantial collection of fringeoid heavy-hitters. 
Much of the writing is Bob Wilson’s, and to grok 
it the reader needn’t possess a great background in 
his past work, in information theory, chaos theory, 
science, or the theory of mind. Lacking the inside 
jokes and constant self-referential preening so famil- 
iar to readers of Wired-2000, subgenius tracts, and 
net news, Chaos and Beyond manages to be provoca- 
tive and informative without resorting to trendy flash 


. 
or the heady pretentiousness of leather academia. | 
: 
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Bondage Jewelry 
.».by Bobé Link 


0.057kg each - 
Designs by performance artist Rene Cigler. “Her 
sculptures...do have definite chatacteristics of 
that morbid, necrophile, apocalyptic style which 
we know from Giger... reminiscent of Mad Max, 
pron vocations’, aay | the most bi- Ie a r £2 “wz postnuclear science fiction or cyberpunk” lauds 
re rigs product yu ever encounter as <O> magazine. Featured by FAD, Mondo 2000, 
— ¥ MTV, LOLLAPALOOZA.and cover of BOING. 
DOING#I |. Many more ‘designs available, includ- 
ing body armor, neck pieces & other wire/ 


Fringe Ware t-shirt __tubber/gizmo jewelry. 


«by FringeWare Ine. . ae ih 
SKIN-6666, $13.00 each, 0. 273kg “Life Size” Alien Face Hugger Kit _ 
bold New Design! Full color front & back WEAR-0900, $129.98 per kit, 1.80kg 
on White cotton, produced by Terror PVC I:1 Scale model of the Face Hugger - 
World Wide. Xtra-Huge size only. Get from the Alien movies, ready to wear after 
‘em before They get you. assembly & painting. At 6 feet long, ths is the 


ideal accessory for any occasion. 






















Commemorative Stamp! = “Area 51” Vehicle Pass % Bar Pin Pig Dangler 
wiby Pyrodise Distribution .by Area 51 Research Center WEAR-0533, $25.00 
MAIL-0100, $5.00 per 6, 0.004kg MEME- 5150, $2.50 each; 0. 005kg ; Bondage Fuse Earrings 
Complete Set of Stamps Official vehicle pass, 1.5” by 2.5” white vinyl sticker with “Area 51” featured i in rERe-0S55, $20.00 
MAIL-0101, $25.00, 0.020kg red ink, plus lots of other important information which offical things must ne wore Screw. Earrings 


Full color on gummed paper. Random mix of Place on your car... They will wave you through, NB; unvested prt ___ WEAR.0556, $20.00 
‘Commemorative issues featuring Waco TX, Dr. “Area 51” Viewer’s Guide Triple Bondage Baby Pendant 


Kevorkian, James Brown, Tonya Harding, WTC ZINE-0200, $15.00 each, 0.285Ry So -_- WEAR-0563, $25.00 
Bombing, Gulf War Friendly Fire, Flag Burning Groom Lake Hat ____ Double HandiNail Pendant 
(lst Amendment), KILUHATEWAR, Michael SKIN-0500, $12.00 each, 0.085kg ne WEAR-0564, $25.00 
Jackson, etc... Reminiscent of USPS stamps. Groom Lake Patch HandiScrew Dangler Pendant 


‘SKIN-0501, $8.00 each, 0.045kg BAPE ES $28.00 


























Readers of the Area 5! Viewer’s Guide will recognize the name Groom Lake where Wicked Hand Dangle Pendant 
the USAF secretsexperimental test range is located. Self published guide to the ins Ms rein 
& outs Of the secret USAF Base at Groom, Lake, Nevada. Learn where to view & Bondage Baby Pendant 


wha 6 Sf you get caught'See FWR'S27. Blakbasebal” syle cap comes with WEAR-0567, $20.00 


36 | - 5x4 cm patch alone is ideal for your fight jacket or other garment. ranocte tae 
Day Dreamer Hand/Screw’Pin 
, | til Odysseys WEAR-0570, $12.00 
GROK-0010, $14.95 each, 0.341kg. Bondage eee nips ihe 


Made from purple plastic, this device vaguely re- 
sembles a diving mask...great for your next dive 
into the Netiroverse! You look toward the near- 
est star With eyes closed, then blow into a tube 
with long, deep breaths, causing the device’s in- 
~ “ner disk to rotate. Strobed natural light on closed 
_ @yelids produces photic stimulation, combines w/ 
paced breathing for a wonderfully vivid. kaleido- 


Xochi Speaks. 
-. by Lord Nose! 
CHEM.0020, $18.00. each, 0ke 
Color poster of Xochipili, Aztec. god of Fi 
(wink, wink) w/ |6-page Guide to Ps sedelic 
Mondo 2000 #7 sez: “Very neatly and artist 
fills an educational niche.” Info of taxor 
cross tolerance, nutritional suppor 


excerpted in the public domain X@ . 80 long as you have sunlight and 
Hypercard, vest j in a your mental cobwebs, C 
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Prices good thru Sep ’95, subject to availability +1 512 323 0039 





Wm. S. Burroughs, SKIN-0200 
WSSB surrounded by his own text. 
Bukowski, SKIN-0201 

Charles Bukowski surrounded by sex ads & 
liquor labels, 

Burroughs wiGun, SKIN-0202 


| BLAME 





Bill Burroughs, doing what he likes best, 


pointing a gun. 


B ee ae Kid-TestedlMother-Approved, SKIN-0203 
Burkougns SOCIETY 
Terror World Wide 


$15.00 each, 0.273kg, 
T-shirts from the.name that means quality, 
Terror World Wide, Multi-colored screen 


print, white cotton, size XL only, 

Rotor T-Shirts 
YR Sex Repair Man 
SKIN-0300, $17.00, 0.273kg 
Cute:anime style japanese VR sex repair service man 
with japanese & english text. The english text reads: “24 
hour service, We Come When You Can't” On clover 
cloth, size XL. Humbly presented to you by the honor- 
able designers at Rotor. 
Poor Man’s VR Sex 
SKIN-0301, $17.00, 0.273kg 
A desperate hacker-on a.cybernetic toilet with a 3-D 
Viewer makes ‘a kludgy attempt at VR sex. Size XL only. 
Color: Mustard: 
Musclehead 
SKIN-0302, $17.00, 0:273kg 
Amazing grey. scale. skinless face. with, red circuitry pat- 
tern in background, evocative of the. futureof 
cyberorganic entities. We are Borg, err Rotor. Black 
cloth, size XL only, 
Autobahn 
SKIN-0303, $17.00, 0.273kg 
We have been told that the age of information is here. 
Celebrate with this Japanese Autobahn graphic, a mix of 
kanji & english on. periwinkle cloth: Size XL. 
Bolshevik 
SKIN-0304, $17.00, 0.273kg 
English, Japanese & Russian text extolling cyberpunk, 
with the classic Rotor: ‘screaming man’ pie. Electric blue 
or burgundy, cloth, size XL 


gan “Kid tested, Mother evra 
Seep TV, SKIN-0204 _ 
Television tuned to a dead channel, the text 
reads “SLEEP”, B&W screen print 



















Gothik-Art: T-Shirts 
High-quality illos; call for details. 














Mind Mirror 
..by KnoWare 
GROK-0060, $19.95 each, 0.071kg 
ThoughtWare for Mind-tool or Mind-play from 
Timothy Leary. For cyborg use w/ your personal 
“thought processing appliance.” DOS color psych 
self-analysis, 5.25 disk only, manual autographed 
by Dr. Leary 9jan94, 
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Prayer Wheels, SKIN-0205 


reads: "Charles Manson the most fam 


| Blame eo SKIN-0207 
Terror logo, an Uzi surrounded hy te tee : 
__ the text reads: “| BLAME SOCIETY”. 


B&W screen print of hands gripping a 38 Special, 


113 "on cunglletlan ae 


BOOK 940642050, $12.99, 0.185kg 
Interviews & scarce fiction, rare photos & discog- 
raphies of W.S. Burroughs, et al: 


#617: industrial cufture handbook 


BOOK 940642077, $13.99, 0.185kg 
Post-punk ‘industrial performers, discussions of 
brain research, forbidden medical practices, 
modern warfare, etc. in one compelling volume. 
#8/9: |.G. Ballard 

BOOK 940642085, $14.99, 0.195kg 
Comprehensive documentation: of Ballard’s work 


with essays, excerpts, photos & illustrations, 
_ #10: Incredibly Strange Films 
BOOK 940642093, $17.99, 0.195kg 


Spotlight on the unhailed directors of our time: 
Russ Meyer, Herschell Gordon Lewis, etc. The 
ultimate filmography of gore & sexploitation films 
#11: Pranks 

BOOK 940642107; $17.99, 0.200kg 
Anecdotal accounts of pranks by celebrities such 
as Mark Pauline, joe Coleman, Abbie Hoffman, 
Timothy Leary, John Waters etc. Inspirational. 
#12: Modern Primitives 

BOOK 9406427, $17.99,.0.195kg 
Investigation into the world of body modification, 


includes tattoo, piercing, & bifurcation. = * 


tended for the timid. 
#13: Angry Women 


BOOK 940642247, $18.99, eo 


16.performance:artists discussing their views on 


revolutionary feminism & a recipe for social — 
change that is inclusionary & not exclusionary. 


Want to know more! Read the book. 

#14: Incredibly Strange Music vol. | 

BOOK 940642220, $17.99, 0.195kg 

#15: Ineredibly Strange Music vol.2 

BOOK 940642212; $16.99, 0.195kg 
Two.compendiums which made record bin 
browsing a job instead ofa hobby. Contains some 
of the strangest musi¢ ever recorded. Required 
reading for all vinyl junkies. 

#16: Guide to Bodily Fluids 

BOOK 94064228, $15.99, 0.195kg 
Schizophrenics rejoice. The ultimate compen- 
dium of facts on:that favorite topic, bodily fluids, 
Hours of entertainment for the entire family. 





Prayer wheel of hand Suns surrounding the ara- : 


_Neciine Screw stickers 














IBVA 1.5 


by Psychie 
GROK-0080, $1295. 
























‘each, free s&h 


‘Interactive Brainwave Analyzer system. A sensor 


head band radio-xmits signals to a state ofthe art 


EG system. for the Mac, 3D FFT sofware pro- 


‘vides visual analysis in real-time afd translates 


brain modalities into MIDI events, graphic anima- 
tion, RS-422 control signals, eté,, for. brain wave 


controlled multimedia and VR. See PXN’s review 
in Mondo 2000 #7. 


2-Channel Upgrade kit (GROK-0081, $1115) al 
5% for two IBVA systems to be used in tandem, 

ag-team EEG play with a grokbuddy, or use two 
a bands to analyze left/right brain. EEG simul 
taneously. 


' ee 
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PowerGlove units 

..-by Mattel : 
We buy these, providing they're in good condi 
tion and guaranteed by the seller. 












We get these in stock at times; please cll, 


__suby FringeWare Inc. 
MEME-0060, $1.95 dozen, 0.026kg 


Stickers with a machine screw logo, approx. bai 
square. Just about the same size as those ubiqi 
_ tous “heart” stickers. You know what to do. 
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“by Schwa 
SKIN-0040, $15.00 each, 0.273kg 
efi detector logo is xenon-coated 
© that it'll glow in the presence of 
ns. Great early warning system in 
of abduction. White on black cot- 
plus glow in the dark. Black on 
ite cotton version (SKIN-0041) 
es alien detection with illustra- 
. XL size only. “Not for the 
ish.” 









Grassroots Technocultare 
-by The Robot Group. 
TSC-0050, $10.00 each, 0.335kg 
cluded in this tape are examples*of'the Ri 
roup’s formula for High-Tech fun in the Au 
_tin undergrotind, plus a detailed. look at thesévo- 
ution of the cyberkinetic airships:-which ha 
‘become the group's trademark. “Gomi-n 
sensi gadgets and gee-gaws galore gunning a gar- 
ish geek gestalt glibly, get it?” 
Robot Group t-shirt 

$15 each, 0.273kg 

‘Official shirt for RoboFest 6. Black w/ glow ink. 
_ Size XL only... .get Wired, get Blimped! 











































| cludes the arb CD wh 
csnuggles”. &.9. other tracks. 
Seé:also FWR 5:27. 










Complete Schwa Kit (vol.!) Schwa Lunar Calendar 
Complete Counter-Schwa Kit (vol.2) ..-by Schwa 
..by Schwa MEME-0203, $5.00 each, 0.037kg 


MEME-0200, $15.00 each, 0.205kg 
“All the basic equipment for alien defense in one 
simple kit!” A brilliantly terrifying tale of alien ab- 
duction, told in a book that contains only symbols 
and illustrations. Kit also includes alien invasion 
survival keychain, cards, stickers... Factsheet Five 
sez; "Whitney Strieber alien rapture conspiracy 
Virus attack! Suicide = redemption = money.” A 
perfect intro text for surveying the stealth land- 
scape of paranoia, alienation and disappearance. 
NEWS second volume, Counter-Schwa kit, 
provides memetic antidote for the above, but of 
questionable. origins/intentions. Please. be sure to 
specify which, kit'you must have imam 
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9 Circuit Board Clipboard 

...by tecnotes 

GZMO-0030, $14.00 each, 0.366kg 
33x24cm clipboard made from recycled circuit 
boards. Colors and designs vary with sources., = 
Circuit Board Binder 

GZMO-0031, $16.00 each, 0.563kg . 

§ 30x24cm 3-ring binder, w/ steel polyhinge. Made 
from recycled circuit boards. Colors and designs 
vary with sources, 


_ » .by Black Eye Design 
_MEME-0080, $2.95 each, 0.026kg 
That's right, these are really great, 
Each packet has. [2 diskette labels, 
each with color: artwork,:iffoblurbs 
. and plenty of spaceilefl over for label- 

ing your bytes. Five*colléctions avail- 

able: Sci Fi, Cireus, Mystery, Smiles, 
inosatirs... Specify style collection 
ith your order... 














Disturbing 1995 Lunar calendar, Ix0.5m. “Keeps 
you informed of all important lunar events.” With 
extremely cool illos, Terribly. subtle, 
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Car Conversion kit 

..by Schwa 

MEME-0205, $7.00 each, 0.099kg 
Why read when you could just sit and stare’at 
things? Let people know that you know about 
Them. Unofficial car conversion kit with c 
plete set of vehical stickers. 








* Glides On Smooth * Goes To Work In Seconds * Grade A 
Ultra Pasteurized * Great For Baking * Great Taste « Heat Oven To 350F 1D )fel (TX a eM aM al ol 4 , 
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Macjesus 

..-by Lamprey Systems 

PLAY-0020, $9.25 each, 0.043kg 

“Your personal Saviour on a floppy disk.” Claims 
to help give you “an inside track when dealing 
with the Creator Of The Universe.” An interac- 
tive mano-a-mano with that special avatar, for 
personal evaluation/advice. Based on Hypercard 
1.2 = with special thanx to Miss Fifi LaRoue for 
“helping write the really dirty stuff.” 





Cultures: From the Annotated Self 

«by BASEARTS 

MELT-0079, $15.00 each, 0.034kg — PC 
MELT-0080, $15.00 each, 0.034kg — Mac 
First ina series of disk-based solo exhibitions, this 
time featuring Sammy Cucher, who's work has 
shown at MOMA, Ars Electronica, etc. “Digital 
images...inquiring into the relationship between 
art and science. ..akin to automatic writing.” 
George Legrady: [the clearing] 

MELT-0081, $45.00, 0.034kg 

Second in a series of disk-based solo exhibitions, 
featuring George Legrady. "A multi-level naviga- 
tion of the Serbian/Bosnian conflict.” Specify Mac 
or PC. 





Prices good thru Sep ’95, subject to availability +1 5123230039 orders@fringeware.com PO Box 49921, Austin TX 78765 USA 


Rupture the Rapture 
PLAY-0025, $15.00, 0.043kge 

“Spiritual Space Invaders” for the 
macintosh. Drive your converted VW Bug 
across the screen shooting christians as the 
ascend to heaven. Convert their plummet- 
ing souls to replenish your energy supply. 
From the creator of Macfesus & Mormonoids 
From the Deep. 


Book of the Subgenius 

BOOK, $12.95, 0.302kg 

Holy Book of the Church of SubGenius. Chris- 
tians need not apply. 

Revelation X 

BOOK 70063, $16.95, 0.195kg 

The long awaited sequel to the Book of Sub- 
Genius. New updates on X-Day, brimming with 
vital information that you cannot live without 
Three Fisted Tales of Bob 

BOOK, $11.95, 0.195kg 

SubGenius stories. Learn about “Bob” in short 
story form. 

Bob Mug 

CHEM-0500, $8.00, 0.258kg 

Bob Dobbs greets you with his classic grin. Enjoy 
your favorite beverage in comfort as X-Day 
comes to your door. White porcelain, B&W 
graphic. 2 

Bob Hat 

SKIN-0515, $17.00, 0.085kg 

‘Baseball’ style slack hat, with a full color embroi- 
dered “Bob” face. Stand out from the Normals 
with this black wool cap. 

Bob Dobbs Boxers 

SKIN-0510, $17.00, 0.1 18kg 

White cotton cloth (L) with grey scale Bob 
Dobbs pattern, in the dark the vile Ngh, the 
“Anti-Bob” glows with sinister intent. Size M or 
L Official SubGenius Foundation temple garment. 


Ambulance 
..-by Electronic Hollywood 
MELT-0035, $15.00 each, 0.037kg 





Sound-tracked horror novel of five LA post-col- 
legiate twenty-something posers. “Upon John’s 
release from rehab, they crash their car in a de- 
serted stretch of Hollywood Hills and get picked 
up by a serial killer masquerading as an ambulance 
driver.” Non-linear story by Monica Moran lets 

you chose doors, windows to alter plot. Hyper- fen 
text links for plot clues, animation by Jaime Levy, 
artwork by Jaime Hernandez of Love and Rock- 
ets, soundtrack by Mike Watt. Requires: Mac w/ 
6.0.7 or later, 2 Mb RAM, ships on!.4 Mb floppy. 


Digital Psychic 

«by Jeff Posey 

GROK-0070, $14.95 each, 0.031kg 
DOS software for digital seances. EWAN (Very 
Wide Area Networks) utility; if you've ever used 
a Quija board, then you know what to do... “Re- 
quires VGA graphics, mouse and a relaxed state 
of mind.” 
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Mini Lighter 

CHEM-0510, $8.50 each, 0.075kg 

| I" by 5/8” zippo style lighter on 28” long, 
fine nickle-plated ball chain. Gift boxed. 
Wear it ‘round yer neck or elsewheres 
and surprise friends at parties. 

















Blind Watchmaker 


«by WW Norton 

BORG-0020, $10.95 each, 0.048kg 

Evolutionary “biomorph” software for DOS or Macintosh, based 
on the Richard Dawkins book. A nifty, low-cost intro package that 
animates lessons about modern evolutionary theory, 


Church of Subgenius shirt 
SKIN-0150, $17.00, 0.273kg 
The Illuminati pyramid with “Bob” at it’s cen- 
ter. Multicolored print on white, size XL 
Good Bob/Bad Bob Shirt 
SKIN-0512, $17.00, 0.273kg _ 
The ultimate SubGenius shirt, two sided, the 
front features Bob himself, with a detailed al- 
chemical border & a blue background, the 
back features Ngh, the ‘Anti-Bob’ in his green 
scaled glory, with a red background. White 
cotton, size XL. Not for the timid. A prod- 
uct of the Church of SubGenius. 
Cowboy Bob 

SKIN-0513, $17.00, 0.273kg 
Perched atop a Tyrannosaurus Rex, Cow- 
boy “Bob” rides with style. Unbleached 
‘natural’ cotton, size XL. 
Cybersaurus Dobsii 
SKIN-0514, $17.00, 0.273kg 
A robotic dinosaur with the face of “Bob”. 
From the manipulator arm extending from 
his pipe, to the mechanized sneakers, this is 
an incarnation of “Bob” to be reckoned 
with.On ash cotton cloth, size XL. 

100’s of Severed Heads 

SKIN-0516, $13.00, 0.273kg 

A 50's clip-art style skull farmer proudly 
shows off his harvest. Ash cotton, size XL 
only. From the people who care, the 
SubGenius Foundation. 



















Beyond Cyberpunk! stack v1.5 

+.by The Computer Lab 

MELT-0001, $35.00 each, 0.185kg 

New Update! Multimedia tour-de-force of art, lit- 
erature, thought and practice in a postmodern/ 
cyberpunk genre. “Like scuba diving in an Ency- 
clopedia.” Bruce Sterling, Richard Kadrey, Paul Di 
Filippo, Steve Brown, Hakim Bey, Rudy Rucker, / 
Peter Sugarman, Gareth Branwyn and Mark Frau- 
enfelder, and even other famous people working 
under pseudonyms, all cross linked via hypertext” 
with industrial sound track, animation clips, digital 
book marks and a dictionary that pronounces its 
terms. “You may find yourself washed up onto an | 
alien shore someday, and you'd better be ready.” 
Requires HyperCard 2.x. 
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Yoyodyne Parking Permit 

...by Pegasus Publishing 
MEME-0030, $1.50 each, 0.003kg 
Now you can safely park your vehicle 
in any of the eight dimensional slots. 
Transparent decal, 8x!0cm. 
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Neuromancer (on tape) 
«by William Gibson 
HEAR-O110, $23.00, 0.175kg 
4 cassettes, 6 hours. Read by William Gibson. Full 
of stereophonic effects & music, this is a truly 
haunting version of Neuromancer. No word on 
Count Zero or Mona Lisa Overdrive, yet. 


again, 








DIS NET t-shirt 
by Dissemination Network 

SKIN-0030, $12.00 each, 0.273kg 
Info-theoretic media samples, guerilla semiotics 
(ee CD's). Glow-in-the-dark on black cloth. XL 
size only. Designs may mutate over time. 





Mormonoids From The Deep 
...by Lamprey Systems 
PLAY-0021, $9.25 each, 0.043kg 
A 2 disk set for one of the best adventure 
games on the Mac, depending on your tastes: 
you have a .45, a nuclear detonator, a rapidly 
waning collection of beers as lifeblood and 
you're stuck in a small, sociopathic Mormon 
town in northern Utah. What do you do next? 


On To You * Patent Pending * Peel Off Freshness Seal * pH Balanced » Place A Lee= (0-10 (ANA Aol a -(02) ead La oom Lacon tly * Please Give Way Please Pull Basket Through Checkstand * Postage ge ete) 
Addressee * Press ALT To Choose Commands ¢ Printed At No Expense To USPS Or Its Customer: 
Purest Protection * Questions? * Read Directions For Ingredients « bia After ete ote 






Legion Of Doom t-shirt 





Phrack 


SKIN-0070, $15.00 each, 0.273kg 
Famed LOD “Internet World Tour” shirt flyes 


with “Hacking For Jesus ’9|" on the back. 


Black on white cotton. XL size only. 


PIECE t-shirt 

«by GLOD 

SKIN-0080, $15.00 each, 
0.273kg 

“PIECE...be with you.” De- 
troit piece-symbols; ammo 


illuminati Card Game Starter Deck 
«by Steve Jackson Games 
PLAY-0012, $9.95 each, 0.165kg 
Starter kit for the popular conspiracy 
game by Steve Jackson. Now in card form, 
the starter deck contains 2 packs of 55 
cards, for a 2 player game. Everything you 
always suspected is true. Fnord. 


not incl. White on black 2600 tshirt 
cotton. XL size only. GOD _—‘ssBY 2600 Magarine 
SKIN-0010, $15.00 each, 0.273kg 


+ GOLD = GLOD. 


White illo of the original Blue Box circuit 
diagram on black cotton cloth. XL size 
only. Captions sez: “This is what started 


RIOT Issue 1992 


Cyber Rag | 

Cyber Rag II 

Cyber Rag III 

Electronic Hollywood | 

Electronic Hollywood Il 

...by Electronic Hollywood 

MELT-0030, $6.00 each, 0.037kg 

Mac electronic publications from premiere 
techno-punk electronic zinester Jaime Levy. 
Mondo 2000 #7: “Angst animations, premen- 
strual poetry, rambunctious reviews, seductive 
sound samples” as well as subversive info for all. 
Started out as a student project that frankly just 
took over. Electronic muchomedia with cutting 
insight, captivating production and a severe atti- 
tude! Each issue editorializes the frustrations of 
big city life from a Post-Boomer POV as La 
Editrix wanders from NYC to SF to LA to NYC 
to SF to LA to... 
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it all...” 





Expanded Books: 

Neuromancer, Count Zero, Mona Lisa 
Overdrive , 

The Complete Annotated Alice 

The Complete Hitchhiker’s Guide 

Genius: Life & Science of R. Feynman 

Jurassic Park (wi sounds) 

Amusing Ourselves To Death | Brave New 
World 

Asimov Complete Stories, vol. | 
«by Voyager Company 
MELT-0100, $18.00 each, 0.088kg 
Mac software for electronic versions of popular 
novels with illustrations, sounds, hypertext links, 
digital bookmarks and even hidden extras in the 
stories. Run word and phrase searches, add mar- 
gin comments and end notes, highlight text, etc. 
“Electronic text is a dynamic medium that en- 
ables you to become a more active reader.” Re- 
quires: System 6.0.7 or later w/.31cm or larger 
monitor, HyperCard 2.1, 1.4 Mb disks; also avail- 
able for DOS/Windows. 


Bad Design Stickers 
by X-Girlfriend Graphics 
MEME-0900, $0.50 each, 0.003kg 


will never apologize for bad design 


again” reads the face of this sticker, in a 
jagged, bit mapped font From Austin de- 







Alien Invasion Survival Card 

. aby Schwa 

MEME-0201, $1.00 each, 0.026kg 

“Identify. aliens instantly with the amazing Xenon 
coated identifier” on a.keychain. Inch abduction 
rangefinder, lost time detector, abduction rules, 
saucer viewer, etc. Has a peephole so that you can 
see what happens when They don't think you are 
watching. 






Sa 


‘aiden | de ean en 





Alien Invasion Survival Poster 

MEME-0204, $5.00 each, 0.136kg 
Curiously similar to above, but much larger. Unoffi- 
cial wall-mounted version. 
Every Picture Tells A Lie 

MEME-0202, $1.00 each, 0.004kg 
5cm alien head sticker with “Every Picture Tells A 
Lie” motto. Help shape the future! 
Schwa (white) t-shirt 

SKIN-0041, $16.00 each, 0.273kg 
Alien detection with illustration, Black on white cot- 
ton. XL size only. Xenon coated for your protec- 
tion. Reverse side says “Bomb Squad”, 
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Emergency Shirt 
MEME-091 1, $15.00 each, 0.273kg 
A flaming Schwa head on black. XL size only. 
Alien Attack Survival Pak 
MEME-0223, $10.00 each, 0.062kg 
Smaller pkg for those primarily concerned with alien 
defense, contains an assortment of survival goods, 
including the Alien 
i Invasion Survival 
card, stickers, a 
| button and a short 
| but highly informa- 
| tive booklet 
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Prices good thru Sep 95, subject to availability +1 5123230039 orders@fringeware.com PO Box 49921, Austin TX 78765 USA 
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PIifuapoa pubn co : 

MPa WA CHO Oe Unshaved Truths 
A NV ‘ee .».by FringeWare Inc. 

ZINE-000x, $5 each, 0.156kg 
Issue#3 (ZINE-0003) “Austin’s foremost contribution 
to zine kulchur...” Gonzo-fiction and high weirdness 
that features: Don Webb, Jerod Pore, Wendy Wheeler, 
Peter Meyer, Carlos Rumbaut, Robert Glenn & more! 


Edited by Jon Lebkowsky. 


__Issue#4 (ZINE-0004) Cyborganic gonzo fiction: “net- 
work, elves, horses, dreams, elevator, carcrash, dallas, 
morphs”. Don Webb, Wendy Wheeler, Jon 
Lebkowsky, Milton Gomelez, CA. Rumbaut and more. 














Transmissions 1991-1993 CD 








...by Dissemination Network ...by Liquid Mice 

MUSE-0010, $10.00 each, 0.108kg MUSE-0050, $7.00 each, 0.065kg G ; 

Texas’ premier Tek-Know video scratch artists. “Gue- Experimental jazz from a fine, fine blend of minds, Fringe Ware Review 

rilla media terrorism from the high-tech underground.” now on Monkey Boy Records. See Mondo #! | sssby FringeWare Ine... 

No frontmen, no guitars: lets media samples & scratches for Jonl’s review. ZINE-00|x, $5.00 each, 0.148kg 


Premier issue (ZINE-001 1} Survival-on the margins of 
cyberculture. Tom Jennings, bol Black, gonzo fiction by 
Don Webb, etc. 


do the talking over loops...“‘It's about the Information.” 
Public Enemy meets Front 242, online; compared with 


Aeon, Consolidated, Meat Beat. 
Timothy Leary’s Greatest Hits Survival Issue (ZINE-0012) Cyborganix, Applied 
..-by KnoWare Memetics, Info Economics, etc. Mindfood truck-stop on 
BOOK-0010, $15.00 each, 0.247kg the Information Superyaweh. 









Signed, limited edition of monographs including: 
Alternatives to Involuntary Death, Criminalizing 
the Natural & Naturalizing the Criminal, How | < af? 
Became An Amphibian, The Eternal Antidote to «.; 

Facism: Just Say Know, and more! 


Environmental Issue (ZINE-0013) David Blair on WAX, 
discourse on media environs. Ivan Stang iv. by Wiley 
Wiggins. Awarded “Editor’s Choice” by Factsheet Five. 


Psyberchix Issue (ZINE-0014) Special guest editors Erika 
Alien Dreamtime Whiteway and Tiffany Lee Brown.on.gender viz. virtual 


..by ROSE*X Media House community and media. 


NTSC-0030, $20.00 ech, 0.335kg Stay Awake Issue (ZINE-0015) jon Lebkowsky edits, 
Tape of a live multimedia event in $F, 26-27 Feb John Shirley on Gurdjieff, UFO. resources, Schwa cover, 
93. Designed to tecreate a good trip; definate _ 

must-see for any true head. Can u say. “aliens”... Issue #6(66) (ZINE-0016) Don Webb edits with Ron 


Hale-Evans, Edred Thorssen, Erika Whiteway and more 
on Temple of Set, Gothick origins, darkness, magick, 
goats and Satan. 


“visuals”’...'singularity”? Terence McKenna rants 
in tongues better than Robert Tilton, recounting 
the DMT elven/alien lingo, rapping his ethnobo- 
tanical theories “Archaic Revival’, “Alien Love” & 
“Time Wave Zero” during a rave, with live video 
scratching by ROSE*X, techno loops’ by Space 
Time Continuum, didgeridoo by Stephen Kent. 
60 min. 








Issue #7 (ZINE-0017) Paco Xander Nathan edits a 
parody of Wired magazine, with features on Genesis P- 
Orridge, McLuhan Center, DIY Infobotics and 
nEuroRancid. 











Wy 
ee a 
RAS) ie 





WAX 
| Suspects 
a" inc. .. by First Run Features 
BOOK-0020, $4.00 each, free s&h NTSC-0010, $59.95 each, 0.335kg 


A mere 2000 dissolves, produced by David Blair, 
trace the revenge of the dead through alien con- 
tacts, occultist NASA hacker reincarnation and 
nuclear weapons tests into the realm of bee tele- 
vision. “Authentically peculiar...like something 
from the network vaults of an alternate universe” 
sez William Gibson. 85 min. 


Mail order catalog for the small and independent 
press by Desert Moon Periodicals. “As zine buffs 
we are constantly prowling for unusual & obsucre 
publications that cut through the spoon-fed real- 
ity of the dominant paradign. We believe that a 
magazine that does’t offend somebody cannot 
possibly interest anybody.” An 82-page venue for 
counterculture —- good stuff! $3.25 refundable 
with first order. 


. eam. See Back cu Box * See Copy On Side ms, * See Page 4 For Our Valuable Offer * See Safety Tip On Back * Serve Chilled * Serve Immediately * Serve Over Fish » Shake Well Before Using » Shampoo And Rinse Thoroughly « 


ree Le’ > tae dae ie 4 oa Cs i rGyser In A Cool, Dry Place * Strengthens Hair * Subject To Change Without Notice * Subscribe Now 
Su} £5 int Bott Cap * Ted Here Tc Tem fe) Tempi ii ler * Temporarily Relieves Nasal Congestion * The Power To Kill Twice As Many Fleas * This Does Not 





Rie sec Cale arene on sa Lightly * Unbalanced Load * Under These Conditions, Consult A Physician * Unsweetened * Use Daily For Effective Odor Protection * Use This Number In All Correspondence * MTs eae ence 




















neotribalism in the global village 


-RING=\WARE, j{NCE. is a small commercial enterprise dedi- 
cated to community development around a fringe marketplace, 
where the edges of diverse alternative cultures intersect. We 
feel that the Market is the core of any community, and sick 
markets mean sick communities...just look around. 

=\Ni acknowledges the essential importance of trade, but our 
mission is to create a context for E.F. Schumacher’s “Economics 
as if People Mattered.” 

What’s in the Fringe Market? We focus on publications, 
events, and products that we find interesting, fun, and enlight- 
ening. We engage in the following business activities: publishing 
printed and electronic periodicals, including Fringe Ware Review 
(ISSN 1069-5656), Unshaved Truths (ISSN 1075-4458) and 
TAZmedia (http://www. fringeware.com/tazmedia/); operating a 
retail outlet and a mail order service, selling street tech, gizmos, 
wearable subversive memes, etc.; hosting an Internet mailing list for 
information from/about the cultural and technological fringes 
and providing an automated list server for =\\j archives (see 
p.1); organizing events in cooperation with other firms and 
organizations on the Fringes. 

We're learning that people can survive quite nicely without 
huge corporations, huge governments, and huge dogmas push- 
ing their lives. So here is the =\\j alternative: start your own 
corporation. Trade with other like-minded people throughout 
the Global Village. Encourage innovation and promote entre- 
preneurship. Promote fair, codperative business practices. 
Emphasize products that facilitate creativity, health, and play. 
Explore consciousness alternatives. Build community through 
advanced, available technologies, e.g. computer networks. Re- 
spect and consider the natural environment by promoting 
sustainable resource use. Have fun, be weird and make what it 
takes to survive. 

Welcome to the Fringes of art, technology, and society. From 
here innovation emerges, and here survival, through coopera- 
tion and use of the unexpected, counts. —Thanx! 





51st&Duval,austin(behindNewBohemia) — +15123230039/+15123239798fax — info@fringeware.com — http://www.fringeware.com 


iNC. — pobox49921,austin,tx78765-9921 usa 


=RiING=\WAR= 
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